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Chapter One 


BRILLIANT sunshine spread like a carpet across Trafalgar 
Square, 
shimmering on the water in the Mountains. Wheeling 
pigeons banked, 
swooped in for a landing. Tourists, cameras at the ready, 
waited 
expectantly. As always, no photographic record of London 
would ever 
be complete without that family snapshot showing mum or 
dad or the 
kids feeding a pigeon. 


Coming from Canada House and crossing the square, Doc 
MacMaster felt hope flood his being. Entering The Strand, he 
glanced 
at passing girls with just the right amount of reserve 
mingled with 
middle-aged interest. He didn't pause, though. The 
appointment made 
for him meant more than any frivolous fancy. 


He wondered what the outcome of his meeting would be. 
The fact 
that Reginald Whitaker thought enough of the proposal to 
set up an 
informal Board discussion surely meant a more than fifty 
percent chance 
of success! 


Automatically, Doc studied the people he approached. Did 
they 
look like the types to roar their lungs out at a hockey game 
... He 


smiled absently. He'd have to Watch that! /ce hockey in 
Britain. Not at 

all like back home in good old Toronto where hockey ruled 
Supreme at 

Maple Leaf Gardens. Or in Montreal at the Forum. 


God, he hoped the deal went through. Not just because he 
had an 
investment stake, either. He wanted these people to get 
enjoyment from 
a terrific sport... 


A newspaper seller held aloft a copy of the Standard. Back 
page 
headlines showed just what he was up against, in London 
anyway. 

WEST HAM DEFY SLUMP 


In the six weeks he'd devoted to reading every British 
paper, he'd 
come to a conclusion about soccer. It had a helluva grip. 
Especially for 
the emotional young. 

Glancing at his watch he reckoned he had time to grab a 
quick 
coffee and scan the headlines. He bought a paper, popped 
into one of 
the many small joints serving snacks. 


And, five minutes later ... 
'Hey, mister. ..' 


Doc swung, newspaper almost falling from his hand. He 
saw the 
counterhand coming round to menace him. 


‘ow's about payin', mister?’ 


Doc suddenly grinned. 'Sorry, mac,' he laughed. 'I was lost 
in 
something else.' He handed over a fifty pence piece, waved 
aside an 
attempt at giving change. 'Keep it... this place's been 
lucky for me!’ 
He walked from the cafe, head high, step lighter even than 
before. 


Now he had a second string to his bow. A better arrow with 
which 
to penetrate the starchy British attitude towards innovation. 
A new 
scene. An idea to link an assured money maker with an 
enthusiastic 
intangible. 


The girls looked somehow prettier, more inclined to return 
his flirty 
gaze. He'd known for a year or more he had entered 'that 
dangerous age' 
when the younger birds made his hormones emote stronger 
than ever 
before. When the thought of an assignation got him 
steamed-up. When 
it took an awful lot of will-power to refrain from getting 
involved. 


‘To hell with being careful, he mused and almost winked 
ata 
cheeky-bottomed seventeen year-old whipping her ass back 
and forth to 
attract attention. 


But, for the moment at least, he remained aloof from 
temptation. 
First the meeting. Next a quick telephone call and, lastly, 
another 


discussion. Only after all had been accomplished dare he let 
his 
passions run riot. 

In Fleet Street now, he hurried. Time was growing far too 
short for 
comfort. He must not be late. He knew exactly where the 
‘Cheshire 
Cheese’ was and went straight to the bar. Newspaper 
reporters and 
others associated with the majestic weight of the Press 
congregated, 
loudly voicing opinions contrary to those they expressed for 
general 
consumption. 


Doc smiled to himself. And so the hypocritical world kept 
turning! 


Five minutes left. He ordered a Seagram's V. 0. with 
American Dry, 
listened to an argument over the merits of E.E.C. 
membership. As a 
Canadian he deplored British entry into Europe. As a 
sportsman trying 
to flog ice hockey to a tightly-knit European community he 
had to 
admit, privately of course, that the Common Market gave 
him an 
excellent opportunity to exploit what was now regarded as a 
game long 
overdue for expansion. 


Finishing his drink he went upstairs, soaking in the ancient 
atmosphere. The sawdust. The family-style eating 
arrangements. An 
aroma of first-rate cooking drifted from room to room. 


When he saw Reginald Whitaker rise to his feet and come 
forward 
with hand outstretched, distinguished features relaxed into 
a genuine 
smile, Doc MacMaster erased an oldstanding notion from his 
mind. 


Englishmen were not the formal, stand-offish bastards they 
liked the 
world to believe! 


Flushed with excitement, Doc arrived back at his hotel and 
hurriedly 
scribbled a cable ... 


WHITAKER IN AGREEMENT. REQUIRE FINALISED 
DOCUMENTS WITHIN WEEK. TERMS TO INCLUDE DUAL 
CONSTRUCTION AND - REPEAT AND - MULTI-PURPOSE 
PAVILION ALOE HOLD FESTIVALS, CONCERTS, ETC. OUR 
PERCENTAGE THIS THIRTY. SITE AVAILABLE. HAVE GIVEN 
WORD. QUERY YOUR ACCEPTANCE. 


Only when a hotel porter ambled away with the cable did 
Doc lean 
back and sigh. His stomach felt bloated. He normally didn't 
eat sucha 
massive midday meal but what they'd offered at the 
‘Cheshire Cheese’ 
had been too taste-teasing to refuse. 


His expectations of an acceptable deal involving Whitaker 
and his 
Board had always been subject to him having to make the 
concessions. 
But, by God, he'd won every point. Had conceded absolutely 
nothing of 


the original scheme. All he'd done was to slip ina 
Suggestion - one bora 

in the snack bar - and let them carry him along their 
enthusiastic path. 

He got to his feet, opened his bag. Taking a bottle of V. O. 
from it he 

helped himself to a generous drink. He felt he deserved it. 
Drinking 

was, for him, in moderation, a pleasure. Like his occasional 
cigar. Ora 

visit from his grandchildren. Frowning, he pushed away a 
mental 

picture of his ex-wife. It didn't do, in Doc's book, to dally 
with the past. 

Not even the pleasantries associated with a marriage that 
had lasted 

some eighteen years. 


Taking the clipping he'd tom from his newspaper before 
meeting 
Whitaker, Doc read it again. He wanted to be word-perfect 
when he 
spoke to Steve Morash. So much depended on his ability to 
con the 
American con-expert! 


Finishing drink and reading simultaneously, Doc drew his 
telephone 
close and called the operator. He guessed which hotel Steve 
would use 
and asked for it. As he waited patiently, he tried to 
remember how 
Steve looked. It helped, Doc reckoned, to have a picture of 
the other 
prominent when conversing over a distance. All he could 
recall was a 
handsome bastard with a way of charming everybody within 


earshot. A 

casual, but neatly expensive dresser. A guy known to attract 
females 

like flypaper did pestiferous insects. A quick-thinker. An 
ideas 

salesman. A publicity machine combined inside one 
Skeleton. 


A voice spoke in his ear. 'Steve Morash here. ' 


Doc tensed. So far, so good. He had batted one-hundred 
percent. 
And providing he didn't goof it up he could hit a home run... 


Setting his telephone on its rest, Steve Morash grinned. 
Lady Luck 
still rode on his shoulder, he thought. What he'd been told in 
‘strictest 
confidence’ gave him a terrific feeling of elation. Good 
enough to call 
for a drink. He walked to the liquor cabinet that came with 
his hotel 
Suite, opened it and poured Hundred Pipers into a Waterford 
crystal 
glass. Only the best for Morash! Adding Canada Dry he 
sipped the 
Scotch, nodded his satisfaction. A man in his elite position 
deserved the 
best at all times! 


So Doc MacMaster had clinched a deal involving one of 
Britain's 
largest sporting goods manufacturers . .. 

A deal guaranteed to spring yet another surprise on the 
pop world, 


too. 


And he - Steve Morash - had been invited to get in on the 
ground 
floor! 


He liked it. More, he thoroughly enjoyed the prospect of 
rubbing 
Julius Gerstein's nose in the dirt. He hadn't forgotten 
Gerstein's 
mind-blowing act after Johnny Holland disrupted the 
Discodrome debut 
featuring America's chart topping teeny bopper idol, Bobby 
Sharp. Nor 
had he forgotten kicking Bobby's ass out of this same hotel 
suite and 
signing Johnny to an exclusive ten-year contract. Now Doc 
was 
offering the golden opportunity to himself as an integral 
part of the 
British scene. Oh, he loved it! 


And, what was more, he knew Johnny Holland would go 
overboard 
for the proposition. 


Idly, he kicked approaches round in his head. How best to 
presenta 
fait accompli that Johnny would figure had been his 
suggestion from the 
beginning. How to swing the ‘Jolly Green Men' behind him if 
there 
should be a slight hitch. How to offer something for Gloria 
Derrick, 
knowing she had Johnny's ear, too. 


A mental light flared into brilliance. What cartoonists 
portrayed 
within balloons as an 'idea'. He grabbed the phone, got a 
line and 


dialled. What better man to fill-in his lack of sporting 
knowledge than a 

sporting columnist. One he could trust to keep his mouth 
shut! Not that 

he intended dropping hints. Oh, no! Not Steve Morash 
whose right 

hand seldom knew which pocket the left dipped into. But he 
had to get 

information. The type a knowing individual could obtain 
from the 

proper authorities if only he knew who they were. 


Even as he waited for the columnist to answer, Steve was 
way ahead 
planning the next move. That's the way he operated. Like a 
chess 
player, everything had to be calculated so far in advance 
the current 
move got hidden in the overall pattern. 


Chapter Two 


George Armstrong got the ball across. The little winger had 
played his heart out as usual but in these dying minutes of 
a vital game 
his efforts seemed doomed to bring the much needed 
Arsenal point. 


‘What the hell are we doin' here, Johnny?' Peter Acroyd 
asked ina 
disgruntled tone of voice. 


Johnny Holland opened his mouth to reply, snapped it shut 
quickly. 
The action down on the pitch rose to breath-sapping 
excitement. A 
goalmouth mix-up and ... 


'OOOOHHHHHHH!' the Highbury crowd gasped. 


And no wonder! Jennings pulled off a fantastic save from a 
Mike 
England header that almost became a record-book own 
goal. 


‘Footballer of the year!' Bruce snarled. 


Johnny relaxed as the game died a little now. He didn't 
share 
Bruce's hatred for the team. Nor did he reckon Peter's lack 
of interest in 
any match that did not include Rangers or Brentford. He 
knew, 
basically, what was eating his mates. No aggro... That had 
to be the 
reason. 


He pulled them close to him, whispered in a lull of crowd 
support: 
‘Watch it - those bloody newsmen are waiting for us to give 
‘em a story!’ 
His gaze swept the eager photogs, the scribble-happy 
reporters. 


'Screw 'em!' Peter said. 


Johnny didn't argue. His mates would heed the word. In the 
old 
days, when they'd been a bunch of Roundheads trying for 
glory and 
showbiz fame, he'd been their leader. Now, with success 
tucked under 
their collective belt, he definitely was leader - right down to 
how they 
should think, act, carry out ordinary things. 


Anyway, he liked this treatment they were receiving. Seats 
inthe 
directors' box, spectators watching them and trying to 
figure out how 
important they were in football circles. 


If only they really knew! 


Steve had said they should change their image. Make an 
impression. 
Create an interest. Build fans where none had existed prior 
to that night 


God, he remembered that alright! 


Bobby Sharp could have slit their throats for what they'd 
done to his 
first British show. And he hadn't been the only one, either. 
Julius 
Gerstein, for all his smiles and attempts to sign them, had 
proved 


himself a right East End rag-trade swine. Once Johnny 
decided to 
accept Steve Morash's offer, Gerstein had come out where 
his 
viciousness, his snide snipings could be anticipated. 

The only bloke who'd been half-way decent about their 
grabbing 
viewing time and making headlines had been Mr Russell. 
He'd admitted 
how much they'd cost him personally. But he'd also admired 
their spirit, 
their pluck. He'd even gone so far as to claim some credit 
for getting 
them into the public eye. 


‘The refs ready to blow,' Bruce remarked. 


Johnny glanced at his new watch. A Bulova. Just like Steve 
wore. 
He'd bought a pair when he signed the contract to appear 
before a 
Coventry audience as a professional entertainer. One for 
him, the 
second for Gloria. 'About half a minute,' he remarked, 
trusting to the 
timekeeping guarantee. 


Exactly thirty seconds later the final whistle blew. 
‘Rangers could have taken 'em both and won,' Peter said. 
Johnny smiled benignly at an Arsenal bigwig. Nodded to a 
Spurs 
front-office supremo. 'Don't show your colours,' he hissed. 
‘Let 'em 
think this is the greatest thrill we've ever had ...' 


Peter Acroyd wiped disgust from his face, beamed. Bruce 
Barnes 


softened his disgust with a drawn result and tried to follow 
Johnny's 
example. 


Five seats further away, Gloria Derrick got to her feet and 
made 
muttered excuses for going to Johnny's side. 'What the hell 
do we do 
next?’ she asked, lost in this protocol demanding world 
they'd entered. 


‘Wait until some bastard invites us to have tea,' Johnny 
replied. 'Or 
until our car arrives.’ He made the last sound like the best 
idea. 


‘| could do with a beer,' Peter said. 
‘You're too young,’ Johnny told him. 
‘The sh...' 

‘Too young!' Johnny repeated firmly. 


Peter scowled, moved into the background. He loathed the 
public 
image that said kids his age couldn't - mustn't drink 
alcoholic beverages. 
Christ, his old man had allowed him to sup mild and bitter 
since he'd 
been ten. And if his father thought it right then why should 
some 
blue-nosed bastards make him wait another year? 


‘| don't see what's so special about this kind of life, 


Johnny, Gloria 

complained. She missed the feeling of being closest to 
Johnny when the 

gang went somewhere together. She'd been forced to sit 
miles away 

from him during the game, just so she'd be odd-girl-out in a 


foursome of 

boresome plum-in-the-mouth bitches educated at some 
elite school or 

other. Prim little dears who wouldn't hurt a fly unless it was 
open. 


‘We've got to play it cool,’ Johnny said, glancing round to 
make sure 
he wasn't being 'quoted'. 'I'm not sure what Steve has in 
mind, Glo.' He 
used their extra-special term of endearment to mollify her. 
'He's a hot 
man when it comes to publicity... !' 


‘Yeah - terrific!' Gloria remarked acidly. 'He sets up this 
match and 
doesn't even come with us. What's he doin', eh? Drinking or 
having it 
off with some bird?' 


Johnny laughed easily. 'Are you jealous?' 


'Me - jealous of him?' Gloria sounded like she could reach 
the moon 
on the heat generated by Johnny's improper suggestion. '| 
don't see any 
bloke 'ceptin' you. ' 


‘What time is it?’ 

Gloria pulled back a sloppy sleeve, glanced at her new 
Bulova. She 
started to tell him the time and paused in mid-data. ‘It's 
almost. ..' She 
smiled, caught his inference. 'I love the watch, Johnny,' she 
finished 
lamely. 

He smiled, placed an arm round her waist. 'And | love that 
outfit!’ 


‘Do you?’ 


In all the years they'd been mates, Johnny couldn't recall 
Gloria ever 
looking so desirable. Not desirable in a sensual way. Just 
sweetly, 
attractively, well-dressed desirable. Like a film star viewed 
from afar 
and garbed in some fantastic creation to heighten her 
appeal. 


‘| bought it on Steve's advice,' Gloria said, posing naturally. 


Johnny inclined his head, made a mental note to 
congratulate Steve. 
The Empire-line suited Gloria. The hair style especially. Not 
so severe 
as Peggy Lee now wore. But pulled back and heaped high 
to show off 
her pert face to advantage. He wondered how much the 
dress had cost. 
Knowing Steve and the places he frequented, it would 
come off 
expenses in the region of a hundred quid. 


‘The hell with cost,' he said aloud. 
‘What?' Gloria asked, frowning. 


Johnny grinned, pecked at her cheek. 'Nothing, Glo... Did 
he have 
your face made-up by a beauty salon, too?’ 


The girl brightened. 'Yes,' she breathed ecstatically. 
‘Man, you should have seen the girls who attended to me!’ 
‘Old or young?’ 


‘You bastard!’ Gloria kicked him lightly on the shin. 'If | 
ever catch 
you...’ 


‘You won't,’ Johnny assured. 'Steve had a long talk with 
me. 
Strange birds are out. It's you an' me...’ 


Steve Morash basked in televised glory. His idea had hit 
another 
publicity high-spot. The national news gave, as usual, 
Saturday 
afternoon's sporting coverage. And included a shot of 
Johnny Holland 
attending the Arsenal-Spurs match. Brief though the 
passing crowd 
scene was and the mention even briefer, it did establish 
Johnny as a 
'soccer buff. Or so the man from WORLD POPS had 
mentioned over 
drinks. An additional few thousand had been another credit, 
given 
freely by the same reporter. 

Alone now, Steve searched himself for some meaning to 
this endless 
pursuit of publicity. It would not have been so bad if he - 
Steve Morash 
-got the spotlight. But he didn't. Always the fame and the 
adulation 
went to somebody else. Like Bobby Sharp or Johnny 
Holland. Never 
Steve Morash. Never the man who really counted. 


He shrugged off amomentary complex. 


His talent lay in gaining publicity, in promoting for another 
human 
being. He couldn't sing. Not a goddam note. He couldn't 
fake twanging 


a guitar. The only instrument he knew how to operate so 
that music 

came from it was a stereo - and, as any fool realised, a 
recording of 

some sort or another was required to make even that 
innocuous 

instrument work. 


'Shit!' he said to the ceiling. 'Christ!' he said to the floor, 
swinging 
his feet off the bed and sitting bent over, head in cupped 
hands. 


He felt in desperate need of company. Female company. 
He didn't 
want to be surrounded by babbling pop youngsters. Nor 
with those 
whose jobs depended on how many quotes they got about 
this or that 
groups' off-beat interests in birds, drugs or booze. He 
deplored those 
sickening parasites who infected the wounds of pop. Who 
fed on the 
shattered remains of weakened flesh. 


Why don't they recognise that stars are people? he asked 
himself. 
Ordinary people like me. Guys and dolls with kinks. With 
appetites 
more healthy than those who glory in tearing them apart for 
one small 
mistake. 


Shaking off his mood he poured yet another Hundred 
Pipers. He 
needed a bracer. A face-the-human-race-Scotch courage. 


He grinned, spoke to his mirrored reflection. ‘That'll hit the 
Dutch 


hard!' He toasted his image. 'To us, pal. To the sonofabitch 
who made 
us a little and to the Limey bastard who'll make us more!’ 


Hand poised for the second toast he frowned into the 
silvered-backed glass. 'Sorry,' he said and his eyes meant it. 
‘I've got to 
kick this Limey bit. It ain't right. /t ain't right! Goddammit...' 
and he 
swung from the mirror now, pacing to the window 
overlooking the park. 

‘I've got to admit - / like the English . . .' 


And, for just a fleeting second in time's lifespan, Steve 
Morash 
uttered a sentiment he honestly meant. 


Jasmyn Ragg flung her coat across a chair and kicked 
shoes under it. 
Tomorrow she would be nineteen. A year older. No wiser and 
certainly 
not suffering from the 'sweet sixteen and never been kissed’ 
kick. She'd 
been kissed. And more. She'd been everything pleasurable. 
But none 
of her varied experiences had touched bone. Touched the 
tendrils of her 
emotional seat. 


She giggled, lit a cigarette. Maybe some of the guys she 
let play 
around could have aroused maternal instincts within her. 
She couldn't 
be sure any more. She didn't wish involvements. Didn't 
want marriage 
unless it was to a wealthy guy who'd pay alimony when she 


divorced 
him. 
God, I'm greedy ! she thought. 


And then, she ground her cigarette into an ashtray. 'I'm 
going to 
celebrate,’ she told the offending butt. 'I'm going to fling off 
the 


restraints. Let my goddamned hair down. Find a guy who'll 
wine, dine 
and please me. - And then he'll pay handsomely for it, too . 


Which guy? a small voice asked silently inside. 


Jasmyn removed her street dress, followed it with brassiere 
and 
panties. She let her long blonde hair fall loose. She rolled 
her stockings 
down each leg, then she postured before a mirror. What she 
saw she 
liked. A figure to make other girls blush with envy. An 
immodesty to 
make a stripper wink jealously. . 


Laughter ripped from her open mouth. 'Steve Morash,' she 
said 
aloud. 'He needs something to occupy his mind ... 1 She 


paused, 
smiled seductively. 'And his hands!' she finished. 


The idea of sharing Steve's bed did not appeal and she 
went back to 
sorting through a list of available men. She reached a grand 
total of 
one. Steve again. There had to be somebody else and, so, 
she 
recounted. Her votes fell in Mark Rowe's comer but she'd 


definitely 

finished with him. Most definitely. But there wasn't another 
man in her 

life. She couldn't count Johnny Holland although the kid 
interested her. 

She'd been directly responsible for bringing him his golden 
opportunity 

but, even so, that could not wipe out the sad fact he was 
underage. For 

her, anyway. She didn't wear cradle-snatching. 


Then... 


She remembered Steve's telephone conversation with her 
earlier in 
the day. Doc MacMaster! Why not? He was Canadian. 
Torontonian, 
too. They'd have lots to talk about. The Maple Leafs. Hockey 
and 
baseball versions. Politics. Comparisons to make. That was 
usually an 
all-embracing subject when compatriots were together. 


Doc MacMaster! 


She remembered him when, as a young girl, she'd 
watched television 
and listened to Foster Hewitt get all up-tight as the Leafs 
came roarin' in 
for a goal. And there was Doc - right in the centre of her 
screen. The 
best forward Canada ever produced. Including the Rocket, 
Ted 
Kennedy and Jean Belliveau. She didn't count Lindsay and 
Howe. 
They'd gone 'over' to play for Detroit. 


Wouldn't it be fantastic if she landed Doc? 


Jesus, she thought quickly, her mother would blow her 
stack if she 
had the slightest inkling. Mum had always doted on Doc 
MacMaster. 
Called him the sexiest thing on a pair of skates. More than 
one family 
row had started with mum's 'don't dare interrupt me when 
I'm watching 
the Doc' routine. Meals, visits, neighbours in for a coffee 
and talk, all 
went out the window of good intentions as a daffy female 
drooled over a 
televised personality. 


She didn't drool. She just happened to have a more 
mercenary turn 
of mind than her mother. She enjoyed being with great 
men. 
Distinguished personalities. Known brands, as she preferred 
to call 
socialites and the famous. But that didn't include drooling. 
They were 
all the same full-length on a bed. Or almost so! 


Before turning on her bath-water she telephoned Steve. 
Where 
could she locate Doc MacMaster, she asked. Steve's hinted 
crudities 
didn't stop her from repeating the question. She'd long ago 
reached the 
age when a man's innuendoes fell from her like water from 
a duck's 
spine. 

She did, though, listen hard to Steve's final bit of advice. 
‘Don't you 
goddamned spoil what we've got cookin’, Jasmyn,' he 
warned. 'Don't let 


Doc know we're linked. Not even by association. If you do 


‘Steve, | swear | won't divulge anything,’ she said. 


‘Believe me, Jasmyn, when | say I'll make sure you're 
booted out of 
Britain if you do!' 


Memory of work permits rushed in on her. Steve had 
accepted 
responsibility for her. Had guaranteed her job did not 
encroach on those 
positions a Britisher could fill. He had her in a comer with 
deportation 
round the bend. 


‘Okay, kid - have fun. Remember Doc's older than me so 
don't wear 
him out too much... !' 


Jasmyn hung up, furious. She wouldn't go against Steve 
but she'd 
sure as hell make him eat that last crudity. She sure as hell 
would - if 
circumstances permitted... 


Her hand was still shaking in fury when she dialled the 
Doc's hotel 
number. She had it figured. A friend of Steve Morash's. Her 
mother a 
fan. Her, too. And would Doc give her the honour of 
celebrating a 
birthday - one Torontonian to another... 


Doc MacMaster cradled his telephone and smiled distantly. 
He was 
an old softie. It sure gave him a thrill hearing his 


grandchildren begging 

him to come home soon. He loved those youngsters. First 
thing he'd 

done on reaching London proper was to mail off a pair of 
‘Guides to 

London Town' and two models of Beefeaters. Airmail, yet. To 
keep a 

promise made at Malton Airport... 


If only, he thought, they'd been old enough when I was 
making 
headlines and capturing credits galore playing for the real 
Leafs! He 
didn't go for the current team. Toronto wasn't the same 
when the Leafs 
failed to make the Stanley Cup playoffs. What a shame! 
Whata 
goddamned cryin' shame! 


He let his mind roam back to the ‘old days'. Hockey night 
in Canada 
and the Leafs at the Gardens presented by Esso. 'Happy 
motoring’ - 
and Foster Hewitt doing the commentary. 


God, maybe he could get the commercial channel here 
carrying the 
hockey! 


The only problem was sponsorship. Britain hadn't 
developed 
enough yet to let sponsors put out shows. They depended 
on the creeps 
in the backroom presenting nudity, four-letter filth and 
everything a 
left-wing doctrinated group thought funny. Especially the 
‘government’ 
channel. The one getting the cream of licence fees. Not like 


in Canada 

or the States where nobody paid a television fee. Where the 
government 

didn't ask for one. Where every network made money on its 
viewing 

rating and its general appeal and not on the basis of who 
knows whom 

and what little clique was presently guiding opinion. 


Doc shrugged and helped himself to the first drink in four 
hours' 
tedium. He couldn’t remember the tough years of 
depression but he 
knew how Seagram's had placed their ads. Bread, butter 
and roof first. 
Then, only if the money held out for a luxury - VO. in 
moderation. He 
felt a company putting essentials before their product 
deserved his 
affluent support now. 


Not that he, personally, had starved. Some guys had been 
compelled 
to work on road-building projects. Living in camps. Getting 
food anda 
meagre ration of roll-your-own tobacco per week. And five 
bucks sent 
back to keep the wife and kids. Just that. Until well after the 
war 
against Germany had started. 


But not him! 


Thankfully, his father had been a hockey player. Been able 
to 
support his kids and give them enough vitamins to grow 
into hockey 
players, too. Big kids. Hard kids. Nice kids. .. 


When the telephone rang Doc grabbed it. 


He listened to Jasmyn Ragg's plea, heard her infectious 
laughter 
come down the telephone wires into his ears when she 
admitted to 
deception. She was just nineteen. Tomorrow. And if she had 
to 
celebrate she wanted to share her far from home joy with 
Doc 
MacMaster. 


Doc smirked in the unseen sanctuary of his room. He 
visualised 
how this Jasmyn Ragg looked. Recalled those pretty English 
girls 
walking The Strand, Charing Cross Road, Leicester Square, 
Fleet Street, 
Regent Street. 


'A few drinks and that's it,' he said. 


‘No dinner? 1 
Doc laughed. 'Who pays?' 
'If you insist - Dutch treat... 


‘| don't insist. Where are you staying?' Even as he asked 
Doc knew 
he'd been suckered. And yet - he didn't care. He liked the 
voice 
pouring an address into his ear. He liked being famous 
again. One of 
the hockey greats again. And they talk about 'ham' actors ... 


Chapter Three 


The Floor of Julius Gerstein's office looked like a hurricane 
had 
swept through the room and deposited fashion drawings 
haphazardly 
across the plush carpet. Seated on his desk, legs dangling, 
Gerstein 
surveyed the disorder with a critical eye. He didn't see 
anything wrong 
with the way his tower block office looked. Quite the 
contrary. This 
was business and if making money meant disruption then 
he willingly 
suffered it. 


Whatever else Julius was, he knew about clothing. 
Especially men's 
clothing. He possessed an uncanny ability to predict what 
men within 
the 15 to 30 age group would be wearing nine months in 
advance. He 
had the necessary insight, a flair for colour and the essential 
feel of cloth 
to keep him a jump ahead off his nearest rivals. 


For Sammy Ric seated in a chair with pencil poised over a 
notebook, 
Julian was the greatest living expert on mod gear. 


‘We'll go for broke on these designs by Kemble,’ Julius said. 
‘Have 
Ruth re-draw each showing the blokes wearing platforms... 
' He 
wrinkled his nose, pointed at another batch of impressions. 


‘Bloody 
rubbish those! It's a waste of time doing business with 
Kirkham. Tell 
‘em | said so!' 
Sammy nodded, made notes. 
‘When did Baxter say he'd show us his work?’ 
Sammy rifled pages, read: 'Tuesday afternoon’. 
‘Too late.' Gerstein snapped. "Telephone him. | can't let it 


Slide. I've 
got to have his preliminary shirt sketches this afternoon.' He 


swung his 

legs off the desk, kicked a drawing he disliked. 'Wait. . .' He 
pulled his 

lower lip, thought fast. 'Change that. Only the casuals. I'm 
going to 


buy from Sovereign. They'll deliver on time.’ 


Sammy glanced up with admiration gleaming in his red 
edged eyes. 
This type of instant decision was what made Julius the great 
man 
leading the field, not a follower. 


‘Okay ... okay, that's all!’ 


Getting quickly to his feet, Sammy slipped notebook and 
pencil into 
a pocket and gathered up the drawings. Without hesitation 
he left 'the 
presence' - thankfully aware that Gerstein's parting ‘This 
afternoon!’ 
meant he once again could act the role of sales manager. 


Alone now, Julius switched his thoughts from the rag trade 
to 
showbiz. Its interests in both kept him busy. Made him a 


very wealthy 
man. Gave him power. 


Punching a button on his inter-office speaker he spoke 
softly, firmly. 
‘Get me the Discodrome. | want Anka Shippe.. .' 


Waiting for his secretary to connect him, Gerstein scowled 
ata 
newspaper on his ornate desk. Some of the print had 
Smeared and was 
almost unreadable but the essentials were still clear. 


Johnny Holland signs new recording contract for Dolphin,’ 
it said. 
‘Now, for the first time, enjoy the sound that knocked 
television off the 
alr... 


The body of the advertisement listed eight numbers. All 
available, it 
remarked, at department stores everywhere in the United 
Kingdom. 


Two columns separated this from a write-up purporting to 
‘disclose’ 
what made Johnny Holland the greatest thing on the pop 
scene. 

The telephone interrupted Julius's furious thoughts. He 
grabbed the 
instrument, barked, 'Shippe?' 


A voice like yesterday's bent wind lisped a reply. 'Yiss? 
Anka 
Shippe here. ' 


‘Gerstein. Bring Narcissus to my office at five this 
afternoon. ' 


Shippe sounded alarmed. 'Is something wrong, Mister 
Gerstein?’ 


‘I'll explain then. Be here sharpish .. .' Julius dropped the 
phone on 
its rest, smiled grimly. What he had in store for Johnny 
‘Bastard’ 
Holland would shake the foundations of showbiz: He still 
hadn't 
forgotten, nor forgiven, the Acton kid for blowing a fabulous 
deal. The 
sudden appearance of Holland's ‘Jolly Green Men' had 
blacked out 
Russell's television coverage of a Discodrome show and lost 
Gerstein a 
fortune. 


By five p.m. Julius Gerstein had settled on a new line of 
Casual 
shirts, seen the first drawing displaying platform soles and 
arranged for 
a consignment of cloth to get samples made up. His earlier 
mood had 
slightly evaporated but he was far from facing the world 
with a carefree 
expression. There was still the nasty taste of Johnny Holland 
in his 
mouth. 

When the office door opened and Anka Shippe entered, 
Julius 
wanted to laugh. He didn't. Although the forty-year old 
singer had long 
since gone over the top, he had a following. Limited, 
admittedly. But 
large enough for Gerstein to collect a sizeable hunk of 
change every 
year as his percentage. 


Anka stepped aside, waited fearfully as Narcissus followed 
him into 
the room. 

‘Take seats,' Gerstein commanded. 'Shut that door.' He hid 
another 
laugh. He knew how Narcissus dressed on stage but he 
hadn't honestly 
expected the other to roam London's streets in the same 
gear. 


Anka took the lead, advanced timidly towards the desk. His 
orange 
Slacks fell over buckled shoes, clashing violently with a 
green velvet 
jacket cut to show a trim figure. A face like a very buck- 
toothed rabbit's 
chinlessly wrinkled above a crimson shirt and gay floral tie. 


Narcissus moved faster, with more assurance. He had the 
strut of 
stardom, the classical features of a Greek god, the height to 
still wear 
unfashionable drainpipe trousers. Except that his trousers 
shimmered, 
twinkled as ruby sequins dazzled on the silvery material. His 
frilled 
shirt hung open almost to his hairy stomach and the blue 
shadow round 
his eyes sparkled under the weight of golden stars glued 
there. 


‘Wotcher, mate,' Narcissus said with a deep voice that did 
not, 
somehow, go with the gear. Nor his face. 


Ignoring the greeting, Julius got right down to facts. 'I've 
gota 
problem on my hands. | want it removed. | don't care how 


you go 
about it but | will not tolerate failure. ' 


Anka seemed to relax. Narcissus frowned, leant forward. 
Hair 
flowed over his eyes sheltering whatever thoughts lay 
behind their 
narrowed blueness. 


‘I'll guarantee top-billings for you both at three special 
shows in 
Discodrome,’ Julius continued. ‘I'll also arrange for a tour - 
headlined 
by Johnny Holland ... !’ 


Anka Shippe giggled. 'And the Jolly Green Men ...' 


Gerstein frosted the aged songster. "This isn't funny, 
Shippe. | don't 
have to explain what Holland did. How he got to the top. | 
will say, 
though, he isn't going to get away with a bloody thing. ' 


Narcissus brushed hair from his eyes and sat erect. When 
he smiled 
it reminded Julius of a girl. A pretty young girl expressing 
delight. 
‘You wants 'im done,' he said with a thick Birmingham 
accent. 


Gerstein shook his head viciously in the negative. 'Not 
done the way 
you mean,' he corrected. 'I want him mined. | want the little 
bleeder to 
suffer. To be toppled in disgrace.’ 


Anka sniffled. Long manicured fingers twitched on his 
orange lap. 
‘How do we... ?' 


Julius Gerstein came to his feet, face black with rage. 
Leaning on 
his desk, bending forward, he snarled, 'Don't ask me. Don't 
tell me. Get 
results. You've got friends in the business...' and he 
emphasised 
business with emotional nastiness, avoiding Narcissus as he 
did so. 
‘Ring them in. Make it a helluva party lined up against this 
Holland 
bastard. Okay?’ 


Narcissus got to his feet now, too. He didn't like the 
'business' crack 
but he accepted it as he usually did disparaging remarks 
thrown by those 
who could advance his career. 'Leave 'im to us, mate,' he 
boomed. 
‘You'll 'ave the bleeder's 'ead on a platter.' 


Gerstein smiled, let his rage simmer as he fixed Anka 
Shippe with a 
stare. He couldn't for the life, of him grasp what made this 
ineffectual 
man a hit in so many quarters distantly removed from those 
clubs 
catering for 'specific' entertainment. 'You take orders from 


Narcissus, 4 

he warned. ‘I'll get started on the arrangements. You'll hear 
through the 

usual channels about a tour and dates.’ 


Walking to the office door, Narcissus hesitated. Turning, he 
splayed 
his arms with palms upwards. 'Do we give 'is mates the 
treatment, too?’ 
he asked. 


'The whole rotten bunch! 


Anka shuddered, let Narcissus drag him from the room. It 
was 
patently obvious how little the aged man wanted this 
assignment. How 
eager the 'glam boy' was to get cracking. 


Alone again, Julius Gerstein frowned and went to the 
window from 
which he could gaze across the City. The view seemed to 
flow power 
through his being. 


‘The bloody types I've got to deal with,' he said aloud. 
'Shippe's a 
weakling but Narcissus is a weed. Stronger than anybody'd 
think...' 


In his digs, Narcissus went over every pop magazine he 
could find 
under the bed. He believed in keeping a year's issues handy. 
One never 
knew when information relating to another performer came 
in handy. 
Like this time... 


He unearthed a picture of himself, drooled over it. Ever 
since 
childhood he had been mesmerised by his own image. He 
could 
remember posing in front of mirrors, gazing on his face with 
narcissistic 
delight. When he'd gone into showbiz the easiest thing he 
had ever 
done was select a stage name. Narcissus came straight 
from his heart. 


He smiled to himself, tore the picture from the mag. There 
it was 
right across the glossy print - NARCISSUS. A better name 
than 
William Frederick Gibbons in his estimation. 


God, what a laugh that would have been! 


Willi... Or Freddy . .. And the Gibbons - a chattering 
monkey with 
long arms. Not for him. Not any more! 


It was bad enough having a Brummagem accent without 
letting 
people get at him by name. Bad, too, being what he was! 


He shrugged in a girlish fashion. He'd been 'one of those' 
as far back 
as he cared to retreat in life. But he'd never been a sissy. He 
could lick 
any three blokes in a street brawl. Had often come home 
with 
blackened eyes, bleeding nose, cut lip. And always in the 
knowledge 
the others fared worse than him. 


‘They don't seem 'ellbent on attacking us nowadays,' he 
said aloud, 
thinking about Anka Shippe, Tankard and some others he 
personally 
knew in the business. Maybe it was because the law had 
been changed 
to make it legal. Or because people were more educated to 
recognise a 
little of this, a little of that in themselves. . 


At twenty-five he'd had his share of setbacks and 
comebacks. 
Fighting against depressions and sarcastic bastards who'd 
done their 


damnedest to boot him out of Equity. Out of the pubs. Out of 
clubs. 

And then out of pop. But he'd shown them all. He hadn't 
battled asa 

kid for nothing. His tooth-and-nail rise to stardom had been 
accomplished by sheer guts. Plus letting them slap both 
cheeks as he 

applied more and more make-up. 


Man, he really loved that scene! 


Most other entertainers reckoned he was ‘putting it on' for 
a 
gimmick. They didn't know he actually wanted to express 
his feelings 
in this manner. Those who knew didn't worry, either. If Anka 
had any 
guts he'd have done the same. But he didn't. 


‘That's not nice,’ Narcissus said, staring down at an old 
photograph 
of his mate. 'You can't 'elp bein’ soft, darling ...' 


The slam of a door somewhere in the house brought him 
back to the 
chore he had to do for Julius Gerstein. Angrily, he thumbed 
through the 
magazines, building a head of steam against Johnny Holland 
and his 
gang. It didn't matter what the publicity boys said - he 
suspected that 
Johnny had been mentioned sometime in some publication. 
Nobody 
shot to fame like that overnight. Not in his book, anyway. All 
he 
wanted was one small clue. One finger to point at his 
enemy. To start 
talk going the rounds. To weaken the oppositions very, very 


strong 
position. 


And so, he kept looking. Searching. Growing more annoyed 
at 
every minute spent thumbing pages ... 


Chapter Four 


Johnny Holland knew there was something important in the 
wind when Steve invited him back to the hotel. Usually, 
after a 

strenuous recording session, Steve paid off the professional 
musicians 

who did the hard work and insisted Johnny and the lads 
went straight 

home. Not today. 


‘Listen to what I've got to say first, Johnny,' Steve said 
when they got 
comfortably settled in the luxurious suite. 'When you've 
heard me out 
you can criticise or agree with my finding - but not until. 


Okay?! 
Johnny nodded. 'Fine with me, Steve.' 


Lighting a cigarette, drawing his drink closer, Steve smiled. 
He 
didn't offer one of either to Johnny although he suspected 
his star 
indulged. Some things he prided himself on and one was 
never 
willingly to corrupt a minor. In this day and age that covered 
a lot of 
territory the kids considered old-fashioned guff but, 
nevertheless, Steve 
stuck to his guns. 


‘Right, Johnny - I've got a friend who is currently in London 
organising a hockey league. ..' He saw Johnny's 
puzzlement and 


grinned. 'Ice hockey. The game they play in Canada and the 
States. ' 


‘Oh!' Johnny said. He didn't know anything about the sport 
although 
what he'd seen of it on the telly looked exciting. 


‘This guy,’ Steve continued, 'is an old-time professional 
player-turned-manager-turned-arena-owner. That doesn't 
mean 
anything to you but when I say he's loaded and got 
important 
connections l'm not kidding. ..' 


Johnny smiled faintly. He wished Steve would swear more 
in his 
company. He knew the man did when he thought the ‘Jolly 
Green Men' 
weren't around. He hated being treated like a young kid who 
wasn't 
supposed to see evil, speak evil, hear evil. 


'Anyway,' Steve said, blowing smoke from his nostrils, 'Doc 
MacMaster - my friend - came to me with an idea. He has a 
solid 
promise for the construction of a new ice-palace providing 
he also 
builds a pavilion for putting on pop shows and the like. And 
that's 
where you and | come into this. Doc believes - and | agree - 
that ice 
hockey won't really catch on in England unless some 
famous personality 
gets the kids to take an interest. Which is my way of saying 
you, 

Johnny. ' 

As Steve got to his feet and went across the room to 

freshen his 


drink, Johnny let his thoughts run riot. He couldn't yet figure 
out what 

he was supposed to do but if there was a new place for pop 
shows and 

he had an 'in' then that suited him. 


Returning with a new Hundred Pipers, Steve settled into 
his chair 
and said: 'I know how much you like soccer, kid. You and 
your pals. 
But I'm asking a big favour. Forget the Saturday games. 
Forget 
everything you've ever enjoyed and get to like ice hockey. | 
want you 
there, in the arena, every night the team plays. | want you 
yelling your 
goddam head off as if this sport is the only one in the world 
worth 
seeing.’ 

‘Hell - no!' Johnny yelped. 'Me mates would do me if | 
asked them 
that!" 


Steve sighed. 'What is more important to you, Johnny. 
Soccer or 


staying the teeny bopper idol? t 
'Both!' came the instant reply. 
'And money? Where does money come?' 


'With the other two, 1 Johnny smiled. 
‘| can guarantee to double your annual take, kid ...' 
Johnny's eyes widened and his heart thudded. 


'Doc MacMaster's a generous guy. He doesn't know from 
nothing 
about showbiz. He does understand money, though. How 


much a 

hockey player can make in a year. How much a percentage 
of the house 

is. And Doc's had a few sessions with me calculating to the 
bare bone 

the maximum he can afford to offer us /fwe go along on the 
deal!’ 


‘dow much?’ Johnny asked. 


‘Five hundred pounds for every appearance at the hockey 
games. 
Two thousand per one-night stand!" 


‘For each of us?' Johnny asked in disbelief. 


‘For you, buddy-boy. You're the star. We scale down figures 
from 
here on for the group ...' 


‘No, thanks, 1 Johnny said firmly. 'We get a fee and we split 
even.’ 


Steve looked exasperated. 'It just doesn't work like that, 
Johnny. All 
top singers take the largest cut. The backing boys know this 
and they're 
goddam glad to tag along for the ride. ' 


'We're different, Steve. ' 


‘You are at the moment,' Morash explained patiently. ‘It 
can't 
continue, though, Look at it this way - supposing something 
happened 
to your voice and singing was suddenly out of the question. 
The public 
wouldn't accept you as an ordinary guitar player. They'd 
stop buying 
records. They'd stop coming to shows. But they wouldn’t 
quit listening 


to your group! That's the big difference, Johnny. A group can 
continue 
without the star and a star can keep plugging along without 
the same 
group. But a star without a voice is nobody. You could be the 
world's 
greatest musician but once the fans have accepted you as 
just a singer 
they won't allow you to change. ' 

‘Blimey, | never thought of it like this,' Johnny said. ‘Christ, 
I've 
been a stupid bastard. ' 

Steve shuddered mentally. All his worrying about language 
and 
Johnny gave a mouthful to prove what others had said - 
there ain't no 
pure-white angels in pop. 


‘Okay, Steve - have it your way,' Johnny announced, trying 
for the 
big star image. 


‘Including the ice hockey deal?’ 
‘Ahhh 
‘Money, kid,' Steve teased. 


‘Lemme talk to me mates?! 

‘| must have a decision by tomorrow morning. ' 

‘| promise,' Johnny said. He laughed. "They ain't going to 
like 
missing football aggro ... l He coughed behind a hand to 


erase his last 
word. 


Steve didn't bat an eyelid. He'd heard and filed 'aggro' 
away for 


future reference. But, for the moment... 'Explain about the 
cash,' he 
said. "That should make them putty for you to mould.’ 


‘What will they get, Steve?’ 


‘Fifty each for the games. Two for a performance.' Steve 
watched 
closely for a reaction. He'd upped Doc's offer by fifty quid 
but he 
figured he could convince the hockey man of the wisdom of 
this. 


‘It's less'n ...' Johnny started to argue. 


‘Their split now?' Steve smiled. 'I agree. But it's bonce...' 
He 
liked that. An English saying he'd heard used. One just right 
for this 
occasion. 


Johnny couldn't quite decide. He didn't want to work out 
the 
mathematics. He'd always been a dope with figures. 'l guess 
it is, 
Steve,' he finally admitted. 'I'll tell 'em anyway and let you 
know first 
thing in the morning. ..' 


Doc MacMaster nursed his pint and listened to Jasmyn 
enthuse 
about the pub with a fixed smile on his face. He had to 
admire the girl's 
effervescence, her natural beauty. He felt real proud seated 
opposite her 
knowing that some of the young guys there kept making 
eyes at her, 
furtively winked behind his back. 


‘They've got fabulous turns every night here,' she said. 
‘You know the kind - drag and the like.' 


Doc squirmed. He hated drag acts. Loathed any man who 
wasn'ta 
complete man. He didn't mention this though. He was 
enjoying the 
pleasurable company. The unspoken, unconfirmed end of 
the evening's 
companionship. 


‘They've got a group called Tavern who're going on 
television next 
week .. .' 


The pub was crowded. More people were obviously waiting 
for the 
acts than had come just to drink. Frantic bartenders tried to 
cope with 
orders which, in Doc's opinion, were far from the norm. He'd 
been 
sympathetic when he'd gone to order. A pint for himself and 


a 
Babycham for Jasmyn. 
‘Do you come often to watch this?' Doc asked. 
‘I've been just twice. Why?' 
‘| wondered, that's all...’ 


Jasmyn wagged a finger across the table. 'You're trying to 
discover 
what type of girl | am. Well, for your information, | enjoy 
drag acts. | 
like camp humour, too. But this doesn't mean | have to like 
the guys, 
does it?’ 


Doc grinned, took a long drink. He found the taste peculiar. 
Not 


bad. Strange, rather. There was definitely a helluva lot more 
body ina 

British beer than anything brewed in North America. '| 
reckon not, 

Jasmyn' he replied. 'I find it difficult sorting out the boys and 
girls these 

days. All that make up...’ 


Jasmyn shrugged. 'I don't dig them all.’ 


‘Whom do you dig?! Doc asked, interested now from a 
financial 
angle. 


‘Johnny Holland and the "Jolly Green Men", David Cassidy, 
Rick 
Springfield, Slade, Marc Bolan, Rod Stewart.' Jasmyn sat 
back, glass 
now empty. She could sense Doc's fumbling for something 
to say. She 
knew the man was lost in her pop world. Probably the only 
Singers he 
could name were Bing Crosby, Perry Como and Andy 
Williams. Or, 
maybe, some of the old Country and Western stars of 
yesteryear. 
Cowboys like Roy Rogers, Gene Autry, Hank Snow, and the 
still top 
Nashville man, Tennessee Ernie Ford. 


'l’ll get another drink,' Doc said with a small laugh. An 
admission he 
didn't follow her scene. 


‘lf we're staying for the show you'd better make that a 
couple each. 


Long drinks, too, ! Jasmyn mentioned. ‘You'll never get near 


the bar 
once the Tavern start their antics. ' 


‘Good idea,' Doc said and pushed into the seven deep 
crowd. 


Alone, Jasmyn cooled a guy's immediate approach. As he 
moved 


towards her she hissed: 'Get lost!! and glared coldly. 
Another youth 

with long dark hair got the same treatment when he winked 
suggestively. Although she was pleased to be the main 
attraction in her 

neighbourhood she still reserved her acceptance of any man 
for those 

with the bread to entertain her royally. Like Doc had done by 
taking her 

to The Contented Sole. She'd heard of the place but never 
visited it. 

Now she had, she'd be back again and again. Nowhere in 
the world had 

she ever been given such generous portions of fish for a 
main course. 

And what fish! Perfectly prepared, delightfully served. And 
the 

atmosphere .. . Sawdust, Edwardian clothes, and old, old 
music with the 

customers encouraged to join in and sing. Friendly, too. And 
SO 

reasonably priced. She knew it was a tourist 'must' but that 
didn't take 


away from becoming a 'regularł. 


She glanced down at her stomach to see if it bulged. She'd 
eaten so 
much she swore she had gained several extra pounds. 


Doc returned, caught her glance. 'Pregnant,' he asked with 
a wide 
smile. 


‘| could be,' she laughed. 'God, I'm full...' 


Doc indicated the beers. Four pint pots. 'They won't lessen 
the 
stretched feeling of your skin.' 


Jasmyn pulled a woeful face. 'Thank goodness | don't have 
to wear 
a girdle. It would kill me.' 


Doc expressed interest with raised eyebrows. 'No girdle? 
You 
amaze me. | believed all young things wore those these 
days.' 


‘Nonsense, sir!' Jasmyn raced her hands down her sides. 
‘All me. 
Well,' and she rolled her eyes provocatively, 'nearly all. A 
few items 
aren't. . . ' Her eyes twinkled mischievously. 'And don't ask 
me what 
they are!' 


'| wouldn't dare. Not here! 


‘Let's drink, eh?' Jasmyn wanted to leave him guessing. 
The more a 
man pondered before arriving at the homestead front door 
late at night 
the better chance a girl had of sending him packing minus 
what he'd 
started out to get. Or, if she decided to let him come 
indoors and make 
like an Olympics athlete, the wondering would serve to 
stimulate. 


As Doc raised his pint a blast of music heralded 'Tavern’... 


‘My God!' Doc almost dropped his glass. 


Tavern looked like, spoke like, acted like a bunch of 
frivolous 
schoolgirls. They wore gym-tunics, tennis shoes, black 
stockings, wide 
floral ties drooped down white blouses. Each had a school 
‘hat’ 
balanced on long untidy hair. Each sported his/her own 
brand of 
make-up. All smiled with lipsticked lips. They even sang like 
girls, too. 


‘Christ -1 don't believe it!! 


Jasmyn giggled hysterically as she watched Doc's features 
pass 
through a series of bewildered expressions. She wondered 
what he'd say 
if he ever saw Narcissus... 


‘They're not. .. ?' 

Jasmyn nodded. 'Sure they are. So what?’ 

Shaking his head sadly, Doc tried to watch the highkicking 
antics of 
Tavern as knickers came into sight. The worse they got the 
more 
inclined the man was to make excuses and take Jasmyn to 
another pub. 

‘You're not enjoying yourself,’ Jasmyn mentioned. 

‘Are you?' 

'Yeahl' 


‘Okay, that's fine. | don't mind, providing you.. l He 
stopped 
speaking. It was impossible to hear a single word now. What 
with the 


blasting sound coming from Tavern and the roars of 
encouragement 

from the crowd he reckoned it better to save breath and 
concentrate on 

his beer. One thought, however, raced through his head - he 
was past 

this generation. Way past. The gap of generations had 
widened 

remarkably in a few years. 


Chapter Five 


Pop 73 magazine said it... 
ROD . . .from soccer to stage and stardom. 


Rod Stewart's unique gravel-lined voice can do justice to 
practically 
anything, from the Mick Jagger-Keith Richard song 'Street 
Fighting 
Man' to the beautiful 'Man Of Constant Sorrow'. But ask the 
man 
himself how he feels about being a star and he simply says, 
‘I'm 
conscious of what | am, but I don't think I'm a super star’. 
Well, that 
might be his opinion but there are millions of fans the world 
over who 
would not agree. 


Born in London on January 10, 1945, Rod Stewart started 
playing 
the guitar at an early age, although he cannot exactly 
remember when. 
He was also good at soccer and during high school played in 
the same 
team as Ray Davies, leader of the Kinks. Rod so excelled at 
his front 
line wing position that he was chosen for the Schoolboy 
International 
team and represented England in international matches. 


Johnny set the magazine down. He enjoyed reading the 
snippets 
about pop stars even although he now got the opportunity 


to meet most 

of them in the flesh. For him, Rod Stewart represented 
something more 

than a great talent. Rod had been a football hero and that, 
as any 

Roundhead would agree, added to his greatness as an 
entertainer. 


| wish I'd been a football star, he thought. 


He had a lot on his plate at the moment and he washed his 
mind 
clean of speculations. He wanted some new music. Words to 


sing. 

Beautiful words like those in, say, Snowbird. It wasn't 
enough to 

resurrect 'oldies' and do another bloke's bit. A star had to 
have special 


songs, written exclusively for him. 


Steve had done his share of searching. And, too, there 
were always 
the pluggers flogging this or that 'fantastic number' which 
usually meant 
something less than satisfactory going for a helluva fee. He 
wasn't 
taking into account the legitimate music publishing houses 
now. Ones 
able to win the Queen's award for industry and the like. But 
even they 
didn't seem to have exactly what he wanted. 


He remembered seeing the Glenn Miller Story on telly. How 
Jimmy 
Stewart had searched for a 'sound'. And how, when he 
found it, the 
Miller magic gave birth to a cult. 


That’s what he wished he could find. A sound. A very 
special touch 
exclusive to Johnny Holland. A type of song, maybe, he 
alone sung. 
Something, anything, to set him apart from those other 
teeny bopper 
idols. It wasn't enough any more to be screamed at and 
adored by girls 
just slightly younger than himself. He wanted the whole 
world to sing 
his praises. From nine to ninety. 


Funny, he mused, how I'm changing. How I'm thinking of 
me - 
Johnny Holland - and not Johnny and thé ‘Jolly Green Men‘. 
He 
blamed Steve Morash for this. For the ice hockey deal that 
gave him 
top rating against the group. 


God, the blokes had been furious about the deal! 


No matter how he tried to explain the situation they'd 
refused to 
agree with Steve. As Peter had put it: 'I ain't bleedin’ giving 
up football 
aggro for any bloody Canadian. And certainly not for ice 
hockey - 
jeeze, we couldn't belt a bloke in an arena like they've got!’ 


Johnny hadn't pushed them. Instead, he'd set up a meeting 
with 
Steve. Let their manager-agent swing 'em! 

He wished to hell he could go out and enjoy himself. He 
had a yen 
for the old days when Acton meant action. Not this 
hibernation. Afraid 
to get caught up in a bunch of hysterical fans. 


Steve had suggested he buy a house somewhere on the 
outskirts of 
London. Even deep in Surrey's stockbroker belt. He could 
afford it. 
All the guys could if they really wanted to get away from 
home. Steve 
had the authority to spend for them, to make parents listen. 


Would he like living so far away from this area, though? 


A section of his mind roared 'yes'. Another brought 
memories to the 
fore, coaxed him to say 'no'. 


Allthe pop mags told how soon the big hit stars headed for 
the 
countryside and very decidedly went for rambling, ancient 
mansions. 
Steve had talked about tax reliefs and future investments.. 
He didn't 
understand a bloody thing about finance although he 
recognised the 
need to do something drastic, and fast, about paying so 
much tax. 


His earnings already showed huge slices going for nothing. 
Money 
he wanted to spend on himself, not immigrants getting 
social security. 
That's what he thought. If only the government would ask a 
bloke what 
he wanted done with the bread they snatched, most 
taxpayers would feel 
better, he figured. But they didn't. They grabbed and they 
lashed it out 
on keeping a bunch of foreigners in the country even 


although many 
Britishers were against them. 


Christ, if | had my way... 

Suddenly, Johnny smiled. 

He had it by the short and curlies! 

He'd been searching for a sound. Now - he had a gimmick. 


One the Roundheads would cheerfully go along with, even 
if it did 
mean having to accept the ice hockey deal! 

The more he pondered how to present the idea the better 
he liked it. 
He wasn't yet precisely certain of the tone. Nor how Steve 
would get it 
across to the Press. 


The Press ... 


He laughed and slapped his thigh. Those reporters he'd 
met would 
turn on him like snarling wolves when they discovered what 
a strong 
racialist he was - but to hell with them, and their 
newspapers. Every bit 
of adverse publicity would build a fantastic following. He'd 
be hated by 
a lot of entertainers and he didn't give a damn. The main 
aim was 
fandom's acceptance and he figured he knew Roundheads, 
Skinheads, 
boot boys and all their ilk enough to start counting record 
sales by the 
million. No matter what the Government or Opposition 
thought, Johnny 
was sure he had caught the basic need of his generation. 


And a lot of 
oldsters too. 


Steve Morash almost flipped his cool when Johnny 
excitedly 
explained his gimmick. He listened in silence. He had to, 
Johnny ran 
off at the mouth like a fire-engine unable to stop for traffic 
lights until it 
reached the conflagration. 


At last, Johnny sat back and grinned. 'Well, Steve - how 
about that, 
eh?' 


'You honestly expect me to agree?' Steve asked in dismay. 


‘Sure! Don't you?' Johnny seemed puzzled by Steve's lack 
of 
enthusiastic support. 


‘It's insane. You'd be committing showbiz suicide. Can't 
you get it 
into your head - what you did or thought before hitting the 
charts doesn't 
count anymore?’ 


Johnny slammed a fist down on a coffee table. His eyes 
blazed. 'I'm 
not interested in what people think. Not the ones you're 
worried about. 
I'm all for making bread, man. For selling discs. For getting 
my fans to 


attend every show ... 1 


‘Yeah - terrific!' Steve interrupted. ‘You'll be the fittest 
discard in the 
history of pops...’ 


‘You are too weak,’ Johnny said suspiciously. 


‘| don't love anybody. | don't hate anybody. I'm only 
interested in 
me. You if you insist on specifics. But what happens to you, 
Johnny, 
also happens to me. | make out okay on a percentage and a 
few expense 
account fiddles... .' Steve had to chuckle at his temerity. 
With Bobby 
Sharp he could never have admitted coining an extra quid 
from the 
expense-sheet. With Johnny the kid expected his 
agent-cum-manager-cum-friend to slice a few hundred off 
the top here 
and there. Johnny had a mercenary soul, a native cunning 
which said 
everybody nicked a little. 


'So?' Johnny asked. 


‘So I'm not prepared to let you ruin a promising career,' 
Steve 
answered, the chuckle dead now. 


‘Look,’ Johnny insisted. 'Look - they won't know who to 
blame. If 
we get some bloke to say he's responsible for the words I'm 
not to blame 
for singing 'em, am |?’ 


‘The lyrics matter,' Steve said slowly, trying desperately to 
make 
himself understood. 'But it's the singer who gets the credit 
or the blame 
if they drop a clanger. Think about it, Johnny. How many 
stars are 
noted for the songs they make famous? How many are hit 
when 


somebody raises the roof like if the BBC banned a disc 
because it was 

not in the public interest to broadcast racial or obscene 
material!" 


‘| hate the way they've come over and... 1 
‘Stop being so hung up,' Steve grinned. 


Johnny took little notice. 'l want to give this a try, Steve, ' 
he said 
forcefully. 


Morash shrugged. It went against his grain to have one of 
his clients 
dictate policy but... . Johnny, if we give it a whirl once and 
get adverse 
results will you listen to reason and drop the silly notion?' he 
asked. 


‘Yeah, Steve. All I want is a chance to prove I'm right.' 


‘Okay, kid,' Steve whispered almost. 'I'm found us a guy 
who can 
write goddam good lyrics. I've read some of his efforts. I've 
also got 
another musician in my sights. I'll arrange for them, to meet 
you - with 
me along as chaperon . ..' 

He saw Johnny's inclined head, the quizzical gaze and 
explained: 
‘Making sure you don't go overboard on the racialist thing.' 


Chapter Six 


Narcissus had it made. Trust Julius Gerstein to arrange a 
behind-the-scenes coup de grace, he thought happily. 
Johnny Holland 

on the same bill with Tavern, Anka Shippe and himself. He 
wondered 

how the hell Gerstein had pulled the strings. Steve Morash 
was an 

astute agent-manager and not one to fall into line when 
Julius whistled. 

There had to be a third party sympathetic to his boss. Or 
else, a 

promoter who owed Julius a helluva big favour. Maybe even 
money. 


Contrary to expectations, Johnny Holland had come from 
nowhere 
to grab the spotlight at Discodrome's fiasco on television. 


‘At least Tavern are going to slaughter the bastard,' 
Narcissus said 
aloud. When he heard his own voice he glanced round, 
smiled grimly. 
He still hadn't quite got used to having dressing room 
privacy. Not that 
he gave a hoot in blazes who happened to be around when 
he changed 
or made up. Modesty had never been one of his vices. 


Tavern... 


They'd been his stroke of genius. His frontline troops. The 
ones to 
Cause aggravation as he got to work backstage, so to speak. 


Especially Lonnie McGovern. The Irishman had a way of 
causing 
trouble and appealing to the spectators as if he was the 
blameless 
innocent. Usually the ruse worked. Not many showbiz 
personalities 
believed what a newspaper columnist had once claimed... 
‘McGovern 
is the nastiest individual in a group dedicated to disharmony 
in the 
business’. 


Anybody who reckoned his kind were pushovers had 
another thing 
coming once they saw McGovern in action. He could 
remember one 
occasion ... 


They'd been jostled and pushed getting to the wings. It 
had been in 
the early days - a mixture of camp and legit stars putting on 
a charity 
performance for homeless families of four or more kids. 
McGovern had 
been drinking, too. A bad thing before a show in Narcissus's 
opinion 
but a scene carried to extremes by the entire Tavern group. 
Then The Aussies had come barging forward. Big,' hefty 
blokes. 
Brash to boot. Giving their time free, gratis. Feeling like they 
were 
headliners. Which they were, in an unbilled way. 


McGovern had taken exception, voiced a few insults. 


One Aussie had sneered, made remarks about the school 
girl outfit 
the Irishman wore. Laughingly quipped about 'not dating 


dames who 
used too much lipstick’. 


McGovern hadn't even given a warning of his intentions. 
His fist 
closed, swung, landed like a steam-hammer on the Aussie's 
jaw. And 
then, before the other Aussies could act, McGovern's 
pointed shoes 
went to work. His fists swinging like windmills in a follow-up 
attack. 


When the big men from Down Under recovered they took 
terrible 
revenge. But they went on stage minus their tenor. As they 
did for their 
next two performances . .. 


Narcissus was grieved and had a few private thoughts for 
Holland's 
destiny. 


He applied blue shadow to his eyes, got out the box with 
the golden 
stars. One by one, meticulously arranging each, he adhered 
the stars. 
He gazed into the rectangular mirror. 


A tremor raced through him, his hand actually shook as he 
useda 
brush to apply lipstick, curving his mouth into a desirable 
blow. A dab 
of powder removed the last traces of manhood - a very faint 
beard 
shadow. He really would have to shave minutes before each 
show, he 
mused. He didn't like the daily growth but short of suffering 
untold 
agonies there was nothing he could do about it. He didn't 


fancy the cure 

- Skin grafts from his arse onto his cheeks and chin. Okay for 
those 

RAF blokes during the war that was supposed to save 
humanity from its 

dictatorship enemies. But not for him. He wasn't any 
bleedin’ 

fighter-plane hero, Not even a bomber crew conscript. 


He could hear music blasting away outside the droning 
room. He 
had five minutes before his appearance. Quickly now, he 
got into his 
strides - metallic silver, sequinned galore. He slipped on the 
shocking 
pink shirt with the almost Elizabethan frilled front, the 
monstrously 
hanging, laced cuffs. Three buttons done left most of his 
hairy torso 
displayed - one concession to those who sometimes 
rejected too much 
drag gear. Next, a golden, tartan vest - the tartan divisions 
formed by 
smaller sequins. 

A loud knock on the door startled him. He lifted a leg, tied 
his 
platform shoes one by one. The door opened, McGovern 
entered. 


‘Don't do that, dear,' Narcissus growled. 

Nervous, ducks?’ the Irishman asked with a smile. 
‘Bleeding right, mate.’ 

"You're on... 

Narcissus postured, ‘ows it look?’ 

‘Fabulous, bhoyo! A beautiful doll in a t'in glass cage!’ 


Narcissus tossed his head, rolled his eyes, 'You're only 
sayin’ that 
‘cause it's true,' he quipped and went to the door. 


‘You seen the bill fer Torbay?’ 


‘Yeah!’ Narcissus breathed heavily, barely able to hide his 
thudding 
heart noise. ‘Ain't it bleedin’ marvellous?’ 


‘I'll do the little . . .' McGovern held up a hard fist which, 
somehow, 
seemed incongruous when taken against his schoolgirl gear. 
He hadn't 
yet put his wig on and unkempt hair added to the 
incongruity. 


"Make sure you do, mate,' Narcissus snapped. 'Look - get 
the others 
after this show and I'll stand drinks. ' 


‘Get you, ducks,’ the Irisher chortled, 'Lashin' out.' 


Narcissus frowned. His reputation for being tight hurt 
deeply. He 
wasn't free with his cash, he knew. But neither did he stint 
when 
entertaining ‘friends’. 


‘Ah, Jezu ... Go on! Don't miss your cue...’ 


Shrugging and tossing his head, Narcissus strode off 
towards the 
stage front. Sometimes, he thought, / detest that bloke's 
crudity. So 
antisocial. So typically country Irish. Pigs in the parlour type. 
Loutish. Yet, a battler and part of a rave group. A man to 
keep in with 
even if doing so brought him - Narcissus - into disrepute 
with Anka and 
their really close pals. 


Steve Morash studied the bill for Torbay's first of the 
season pop 
concerts. He was far from happy about the acts sharing the 
spotlight 
with Johnny Holland. He felt inclined to withdraw his boys 
from the 
show. Only the presence of what he termed legitimate 
performers made 
him reconsider. 


He didn't like Anka Shippe. Nor Narcissus. He definitely 
deplored 
Tavern's presence. He'd heard about them from Jasmyn 
Ragg, even 
ventured to catch their act. And gone away disgusted. He 
didn't object 
to their drag but he did feel the songs they sang were 
particularly 
obscene. Too suggestive. Beyond the limits of decency. He 
hated to 
contemplate what their mentality was like. 


Norris Drumm had, in his estimation, committed a gigantic 
faux pas 
promoting a show so unbalanced. It was positively loaded 
with 
midnight characters. 

No doubt, though, the new Torbay hall would be packed to 
overflowing. And not just with teeny bopper fans there to 
scream for 
Johnny Holland. There'd be the Narcissus lovers. The Tavern 
yobbos 
out for cheap kicks. The Shippe oldies grinning toothlessly 
as the old 
fag went through his ancient routine in his high-pitched, 
sickening 
voice. 


Did he honestly dare let Johnny come into contact with the 
group? 


He didn't know. And decided to test opinions .. . Jasmyn 
and Becky 
Wilmott would have ideas. After all, they worked to promote 
Johnny on 
every show. They whipped up support and got to hear what 
the coffee 
bar youngsters had to say. They, more than he, knew the 
score! 


The hired car slowly toured the Famham area, its driver 
making no 
attempt to speed. He had his instructions. Show the guys 
every property 
on this list. Mr. Morash had been very adamant. 'No matter 
what they 
say don't you take orders from anybody but me! 
Arrangements have 
been made. They get shown over each house!’ 


Johnny didn't mind. Peter didn't, either. Only Bruce seemed 
disgruntled, bored, ready to return to his beloved Acton. 

'If | see another bleedin' house I'll scream,' Bruce snarled. 

‘Don't you want to better yourself?' Johnny asked 


sarcastically. 
‘Man, | could really go for having one of these .. .' 


‘Me, too,’ Peter quickly said. 'I liked that big red-brick pad. 
Christ, 
wasn't that swimmin' pool huge?’ 

‘Go drown yourself in it then,’ Bruce snapped. 


‘What a grouch!' Johnny smiled, nudging Peter. 'If he didn't 
havea 


bloody penny he'd gripe like mad. I've heard him sayin' 
about wealthy 
landlords and how he'd buy a swell place... .' 


'Talk!' Bruce replied. 'Blokes talk like that.' 
‘You meant it, you bastard,’ Peter rubbed in. 


Bruce turned, faced his mates. A strange expression filled 
his face, 
darkened his eyes into molten pools. 'Maybe | did but, man, 
the more | 
see of this countryside the more | miss bloody London. 
There's 
somethin' 'bout the Big Smoke. ..' 


‘You've said it,' Johnny sympathized, understanding how it 
could be. 
‘But we've got loot. We've got a chance to escape from 
one-up-one-down. So what if we miss our old mates? Jesus, 
we can't 
stick there all our lives.’ 


'I can and will,' Bruce affirmed. 


‘Not me!' Peter retorted just as firmly. ’| want a big house 
and 
servants. | want a gardener and a chauffeur.’ 


'Hey, you haven't won the bleedin' pools,' Johnny told him. 
‘Nearly as good,’ Peter grinned. 


The car swung off the road, turned into a long driveway. 
Trees 
breathed in the slight breeze, waving leafy branches across 
the 
tunnel-like entrance. Just visible now, as the car slowly 
rounded a 
gentle bend, was the largest home they'd yet seen. A 
Georgian mansion 
with at least ten windows split by a portico-ed door. A solid, 


imposing 
construction fronted by green lawns and tended flower- 
beds. 


‘Oh, God!' Johnny gasped. 
‘Crikey ...' Bruce exclaimed. 


‘Too bloody huge,’ Peter said, mind still enraptured by the 
visions of 
the red-brick house. 


‘There must be fifteen bedrooms,' Johnny muttered. 


'You could house the whole bleedin' street in that,' Bruce 
ventured. 


The car came to a halt outside the front entrance. Out to 
one side of 
the house were garages for six cars. A stable block. An 
enormous 
greenhouse. Outbuildings for the gardener and his 
equipment. A 
walled kitchen garden nestled behind these, its brown earth 
and growing 
plants just visible through a pseudo Norman-arched 
doorway. 


‘Oh, Lord - it's . . . It's something!’ Johnny said, sold on the 
property 
already. 


‘It's a palace,' Peter agreed. 


'A bloody bam of a pad,' Bruce said to dampen their 
enthusiasm. 


A man appeared at the front door, smiles wreathing his 
salesman's 
features. He came towards the car. 


‘Don't let 'im flog it to you, mate,' Bruce warned. 


‘Depends on the price, don't it?' Johnny remarked and 
quickly got 
from the car. He could feel the atmosphere 'attacking' him. 
It was with 
difficulty he contained his bubbling desire to rush indoors 
and marvel at 
the splendour he suspected was sheltering behind those 
facade walls. 


‘The son's gone,' Bruce lamented. 


'Yeah ...' Peter decided. He'd have the red-brick house. 
But he 
wanted to view this one too just to have a comparison, just 
to satisfy 


himself he had made the right choice... 


Chapter Seven 


Peter Acroyd slammed from his home, spat at a blowing 
piece 

of dirty paper. A scowl darkened his features, fists formed 
on his hands 

and his knuckles whitened. 'Bloody people!’ he snarled. 
Bashing hated 

heads would have made him feel better. 


What the bleedin’ hell does my old man know about 
anything? he 
asked himself. The rage inside rolled into a volcano of torrid 
emotions. 
He viciously kicked a stone. Watched it streak straight for a 
dog, just 
narrowly missing the creature. 


He reached Johnny's abode. Standing outside, wondering if 
he 
should knock or keep walking along the street until he found 
an outlet 
for his bitter frustrations, Peter saw a movement behind the 
front room 
curtains. They parted and Johnny's hand beckoned him in. 


‘What's wrong?' Johnny asked as he opened the door to 
admit his 
mate. 


‘My old man,' Peter snapped, thrusting past into the hall. 
‘The 
bleeder won't let me buy my house... ' 


‘Christ - why not?’ 


‘Says I'd be wasting my lolly. Says | only wants it 'cause all 
the 
bastards in showbiz have to get big expensive pads to 
attract birds, and 
have drug parties.' Peter’s face broke, tears formed in both 
eyes. ‘Jesus, 
Johnny - I've got to have that bloody house! It's my money. | 
can 
afford it, you said.' 


Although he felt for his mate, Johnny's upbringing did not 
permit of 
such outward displays of emotion as placing an arm round a 
shoulder or 
offering token commiserations. All he said was: 'Steve'll 
know how to 
handle the bastard. Leave it to him.' 


Peter nodded half-heartedly. 'What about you? Did you tell 
your 
people?’ 

Johnny grinned, putting the screws on Peter's dilemma. 
‘Yeah. 
Dad's delighted. Says he wouldn't come between me and 
this chance. ' 

‘Christ, you're lucky!' Peter dropped into a saggy chair, 
heard the old 
springs groan complainingly. ‘I'd like to round up the boys 
an' get an 
aggro going!’ 

Johnny's eyes narrowed. ‘Quit talking like that.’ 

‘Like what?' Peter asked defensively. 

‘Aggro, is what. We don't make that scene now, man. ' 


‘You don't but | bleedin’ do,' came the harsh reply. 'Don't 
you even 


miss the odd punch up?' 
'Yeah,' Johnny admitted sadly. 
‘Then come on - let's go start one down in Chiswick.’ 
‘If we're caught...’ 


Peter laughed. 'So the fuzz take us into court and we get 
fined. 
We've got the bread for fines. And nobody ain't gonna 
bother. After 
all," and his face contorted into a cunning mask, ‘you're 
going to sing the 
Aggro Addict number tomorrow, ain't you?’ 


Johnny nodded thoughtfully. 


‘Well, then,' Peter encouraged, 'an aggro today'd be the 
thing, man. 
Give the song some bloody feelin’ | say.' 


The bottled up inside desires to unleash ex-skinhead 
violence on 
some unsuspecting immigrant sent Johnny Holland racing 
for the front 
door. Racing down the Lane into Chiswick. Racing to undo 
all that 
Steve Morash's crash course of instruction had achieved. 


Almost; .. 
But not quite! 


‘| want to, Peter,’ he said slowly. 'I want to get me boots 
out and put 
on a pair of braces again. But I can't. We can't. None of us 


‘Shit on that,' Peter yelled, jumping to his feet. ‘I'll wager 
Bruce and 
the others won't be chicken! You've grown away from us 
Johnny. The 


blokes don't speak about aggro anymore 'cause you're 
against it. But 
they want a real punch-up. They've got to stay as they 
were. Me, too.' 


Johnny fretted and fumed. His every instinct urged him to 
go along 
with Peter's craziness. To kick over the traces of Steve's 
insistence he 
avoid, like a dozen plagues, anything smelling of violence. 
Of 
Roundhead tactics. 


‘You're yellow,’ Peter accused.. 


‘That bleedin' does it!' Johnny growled. 'Come on! I'll show 
you.’ 


Steve Morash had the driver's report and the telephoned 
enquiries 
from two estate agents regarding deposits and legal 
representation. 
Now, with contracts spread on a table, Steve checked them 
carefully. 
He wanted to be absolutely sure of his rights, of the small 
print standing 


- in legal terms - of the parents. Regardless of what 
the lawyers had 
written into each separate contract, Steve wanted to have 
the Hollands 
and Acroyds verify their agreement to the pending 
purchases. 


He didn't anticipate trouble. Even if there were dissentions 
he 
figured himself capable of fast-talking the boys into new 
homes. The 
investment angle alone must weigh heavily with people 


whose entire 
lives had been spent in working class semi-security. 


Satisfied the contracts were in order, that he could use as 
a last resort 
- his power-of-attomey granted by the boys' folks, he got to 
his feet and 
Slipped into a sports jacket. But first... 


He took another look at the pictures of a 'cottage' down in 
Hampshire. Cottage ... He grinned. Trust the English to calla 
six-bedroomed, three reception rooms residence within an 
acre of landa 
mere cottage. Back home in the States this would have 
rated a real 
estate agents tag of 'sumptuous dwelling. Country estate. 
Palatial, 
spacious. Larger than a house...' 


His eyes lit on the price. £37,500. 


He didn't need to hesitate: His share of the most recent 
recording 
contract gave him the down-payment. His percentage from 
estimated 
earnings for the next two years would pay off a mortgage. 
And he could 
live on what he made by padding expenses. 


Living in hotels was past history for Steve Morash now. 
According 
to the solicitors for the seller, he could have vacant 
possession within 
three weeks. Always providing, they'd added, he paid the 
required 
£15,000 immediately. 


That was a laugh! 


In a way it was ridiculous. Pop stars making more than 
Cabinet 
ministers. More than the Prime Minister. More than some 
industrialists 
responsible for keeping huge organizations going; 
thousands of men 
employed. Even managers and agents salting away fortunes 
quite a few 
tycoons would have considered well within their range. 


He could certainly afford fifteen thousand. 


And he had the letter to mail agreeing terms, asking 
particulars for 
the exchange of deeds and deposit. He also had typed 
letters notifying 
Johnny's and Peter's agents they wished to go ahead on the 
deals for 
their respective houses. All those required were the counter 
Signatures 
of the parents. 


His intention was to mail all three from Acton. After he'd 
reached 
there by a devious route which would take in some London 
sights he'd 
been too busy to sightsee as yet. A drive through the park, 
into South 
Kensington, past Earl's Court and the Olympia, through 
Hammersmith. 


Anyway, he wanted to have a better idea of where his 
‘clients' came 
from, what kind of surroundings they had known during the 
formative 
years. The night he'd gone to talk their parents into signing 
contracts 
had been dark, and his mind far removed from taking in the 


scenery. 
Well, it was daylight and he'd soak in atmosphere .. . 


As he walked past Turnham Green station, Johnny hummed 
the 
music of Aggro Addict to himself. What a hit it should be, he 
thought. 
A real skinhead rave! 


Scattered words flitted through his mind between 
comments from his 
mates... 


'This is the story of a skinhead youth, 
Who like a hero fought; 

He looked for aggro everywhere 

And every danger sought. . .' 


Peter Acroyd started laughing. 'Christ, | just thought of a 
joke ...' 
Bruce frowned. 'You watch telly too much, mate,’ he said. 


Johnny tried to catch the next lines of the song, found 
them slipping 
away. His only worry about the lyrics was their ballad tone. 
Personally, 
he approved of the writer's attempt to make the skinhead 
cult appear as a 
'knight-in-shining-armour' grouping of blokes sharing 
common notions - 
but would skinheads accept this? He hoped so. 


‘| don't get all my jokes from the telly,’ Peter complained. 


‘From the grave, then,’ Mick chortled, cutting in for the first 
time. 
‘Jesus, they're so old... ' 


Johnny closed his ears. He had to fix the words in his 
conscious 


mind. .. 
‘The eyes were staring from their sockets, 
The mouth it ghastly grinned, 
And there was a gash across the brow, 
The scalp was nearly skinned!' 
'Look!' Bruce yelled. 


Johnny gave up. It was an impossibility to concentrate with 
the 
gang doing their collective nuts over one pathetic Asian 
youngster. 


‘Where there's one there's got to be another,’ Peter 
remarked. 


The Roundheads formed a close-knit defensive unit - 
walking the 
pavement like an army patrol in Ulster; ever alert, ready for 
trouble. 


A dog darted from a smallish front garden, yelping and 
leaping. A 
toddler followed its pleasure romp. A woman raced from the 
house, 
grabbed her child, carried it back indoors. The dog, 
deprived of 
company, came towards the strangers - ears flattened 
suspiciously. 

'Git away!' Mick roared. 

The dog inched backwards. Tail down now. 


'Grrr!' Bruce yelled, stamping his foot. As the dog turned 
and bolted 
into its house Bruce roared with laughter. 'Flea-bitten 
coward,' he 
chuckled. 


‘Where's the aggro?’ Peter asked. 


Johnny prayed they wouldn't come across any. He wanted 
to get 
back to learning the words of his song. Didn't wish to get 
caught up in 
an aggro that could make headlines. And that's what it 
could be. They'd 
reached the main road now. The police station wasn't far 
away. A 
Catholic church stood on the opposite side and he could see 
a priest 
talking to some of his faithful on the steps. All things 
against a daylight 
punch-up! 


‘Well, well,’ Bruce sighed, pointing. 


The man was in his thirties, casually dressed and walking 
slowly 
towards them. His greased black hair alone stamped him as 
a person 
from the Far East. His dark skin completed the picture. 


'A very nice bloke,' Peter yawned mockingly, dusting off 
his 
knuckles on his trousers. 'A Pakki, so help me!’ 

A cab drew into the kerb, a man got from it. Paying off the 
driver he 
started walking. Suddenly, he broke into a run. His arms 
waved, his 
voice thunderous as he called: 'Hold it, Johnny .. . don't!!' 


Johnny heard the voice and swung. His heart slowed to a 
decent 
beat. The others, too, hesitated and turned to face the 
newcomer. 


‘lf you lot were goin' to do what | think you were it's a 
goddamned 
good job | arrived in time,' Steve Morash snarled. ’Christ 
Almighty, 
can't you get it through your thick heads this is out?' 


The Pakistani came level with the group, glanced at Steve 
gesturing 
wildly and smiled. Shaking his head, blissfully unaware of 
how close 
he had come to a beating, he continued unmolested. 


Peter glared after the immigrant. Bruce fidgeted. Mick and 
the rest 
shuffled their feet resentfully. Only Johnny seemed relieved. 


‘I'm not going to lecture,’ Morash said. 'I'm here on 
business. Your 
business! Have any of you mentioned buying properties to 
your 
parents?’ 


Johnny nodded eagerly. 'Yeah - it's okay for me.' 


‘Me old man won't hear of it,' Peter growled, the 
aggravation now 
directed towards his father. 


‘None of us wants to .move,' Bruce said, getting a cue from 
his other 
Roundhead-Jolly Green Men mates. 


Steve didn't mention the fact he already knew there were 
but two of 
his clients willing to take the first, important step away from 
the area 
which could hold them forever down. Instead, he withdrew 
the letters 
he wanted signed from his pocket and grinned. 'We'll see 


how long 
your father holds out against me, Peter,' he remarked. 


‘You won't be wantin' us along, Mister Morash,' Mick said 
fast. 
‘We'll just shove off...’ 


‘You won't!’ Steve barked. 'You're not getting out of my 
sight until 
we get things straight between us ...' 


‘Ah, hell," Mick exploded. 'I don't have to be treated like a 
bleedin’ 
kid." 

‘Would you rather | released you from showbiz then?’ 
Steve asked. 
‘I'm willing. You see, boys - | don't handle creeps. | don't 
stick my 
neck into any noose for any thug bastard! 


Johnny grinned. Morash had to be boiling inside to swear. It 
was 
going to be an interesting get-together. One packed with 
endless 
possibilities. One destined to keep them as a group or bust 
him into the 
clear as a solo star. 'We can talk at my house,' he suggested 
much to 
Mick's disgust. 


‘Right! Let's go ...' Steve waved them ahead, pausing 
long enough 
for Mick to fall docilely into line... 


Chapter Eight 


Becky Wilmott waited for Johnny Holland to appear on 
stage 
as trip-hammers exploded inside her head. She sincerely 
wished him 
every success although she worried about the song he 
intended to sing. 
She thought, my God, why hadn't Steve put his foot down 
hard and 
forbidden this! Looking round at the audience jam-packing 
the large 
hall she doubted if they would appreciate a skinhead battle- 
cry. They'd 
done their nuts for Narcissus. Bacon and Rind had nearly 
lifted the 
roof. Even aged Anka Shippe had met with moderate 
SUCCESS. 


But Aggro Addict.. . She didn't think it would receive 
applause! 


On the other side of the restless fans, Jasmyn Ragg sat 
motionless, 
ears wide-open. Steve hadn't sounded happy but his orders 
to memorize 
every comment expressed about Johnny's performance had 
to be 
obeyed. A lot depended on what she and Becky overheard. 
A helluva 
lot! 


The ice hockey deal, for one. 


And those mansions Johnny and Peter had gone out ona 
limb to get. 


One more act and then. 


Becky caught Jasmyn's gaze, smiled faintly. Across the 
distance of 
the hall the tension they felt seemed to jump like an electric 
arc, sparked 
both into nervous activity. 


Backstage, there was more than tension. A current like an 
atomic 
generator going berserk flowed through the several 
performers waiting 
in the wings. 


Coming from their dressing rooms, Johnny Holland and his 
backing 
group sensed the unusual build-up. It was impossible not to 
notice the 
stone-eyes fixed on them, the unsmiling stepping back to 
let them 
through. Even the electricians and stage hands appeared 
less inclined to 
partake of the normal well-wishes. 


'Somethin's wrong,' Bruce muttered. 


Johnny's gaze swung to Tavern. An old familiar crawling 
down his 
spine reminded him of pre-aggro moments on the terraces. 
"Unhook 
your guitar,’ he whispered. 


Like soldiers fixing bayonets the Jolly Green Men quickly 
switched 
their instruments from across shoulders into left hands. 


Lonnie McGovern noted the preparedness and frowned. He 
enjoyed 


getting in a telling first blow before his enemy was even 
remotely aware 

of a forthcoming assault. He studied Johnny Holland. About 
his size 

and build. Younger and certainly not in his judgement a fist- 
fighter. 

But sturdy and quite capable of taking good care of himself 
in a brawl. 


‘Do we wait or let 'em have it before they go on?' lan 
Donaldson 
asked. 


Johnny drew level with Lonnie. 


‘Make one bleedin’ move and I'll turn you over,' the teeny 
bopper 
idol said softly. 


McGovern hesitated, fist by his side. He didn't care for the 
glint in 
his opponent's eyes. Nor the deadly threat. Another thing 
that got him 
was the way the backing group had silently paired off with 
his Tavern 
mates. As if each had a mission and maiming the outcome. 


'Well?' Johnny hissed. 

McGovern forced a grin, unclenched his fist. 

‘Get the hell back,’ Johnny snapped, feeling cocky. 
‘Yeah - sure!" McGovern half turned away. 

Johnny relaxed, certain he had won the verbal conflict. 


McGovern wheeled like a snake about to strike. His fist 
formed, 
shot out... bounced off a guitar as Peter Acroyd stuck his 
instrument 
between the contestants. 


Johnny growled deep in his throat, his foot slamming 
under the 
guitar's bulbous end straight into McGovern's groin. He 
didn't hear the 
injured Irishman's anguished scream. A blast of sound from 
on-stage 
drowned all but the yelled word Peter let rip... 


‘AGGRO!’ 


Tavern didn't stand a chance. The annihilation of their 
foremost 
fighter left them wide open for the Roundheads' concerted 
attack. 
Peter's guitar slashed round, knocking lan Donaldson off- 
balance. Set 
him up for a vicious kick. Bruce, too, acted fast. His guitar 
jabbed into 
a cosmeticised face, knee following into the pit of the 
defenseless 
stomach. 


An electrician shuddered, dropped his gaze to the floor. He 
couldn't 
stand the sight of this slaughter. It reminded him of France - 
of 
watching freed P.O.W.'s take revenge on their German 
masters. 


Johnny smiled grimly, waited patiently for McGovern to 
struggle to 
his feet. It gave him a high degree of satisfaction to let the 
other come. 
erect before unleashing fists and feet in a savage display of 
Skinhead 
brutality. 


Jesus Murphy,' McGovern gasped, sinking to his knees, 
hands 


clutching injured parts. Blood spurted from a broken nose, 
spilling 
down his schoolgirl's tunic. 

‘Okay,' Johnny yelled. Grinned when he realised the music 
had 
stopped and his voice could be heard like a foghorn 
blasting a warning 
across the entire Channel. 'Okay,' he repeated softer. 'Let's 
get out there... 


Further back in the wings, Narcissus scowled. He hadn't 
anticipated 
this outcome. His plans would have to undergo drastic re- 
thinking. 
And, too, excuses would have to be prepared for Julius 
Gerstein. He 
didn't doubt for one second that a full report of the action 
would arrive 
on Gerstein's desk by the next morning ... 


For the second time the chorus ripped into the stunned 
audience ... 


I'm a skinhead boot boy, 
A hard man to beat... 
A real aggro addict, 


The toughest down our street!’ 


Becky curled up inside. The frenetic screams from those 
who liked 
the tag 'teeny hoppers' had dropped away to a semi-silent 
ripple. It was 
as if each member of the huge crowd was hanging on every 
blood-splattered word. Unable to do more than listen. 


He's killed his act, Becky thought. 


Throwing arms into the air, Johnny let the final guitar 
twangs signal 
the end of his number. He could sense the audience 
reaction, got creepy 
crawlies on his spine. Maybe Steve had been right all along! 
Like 
lightning, he made his decision. 'Play Cling to me...' he told 
the group. 
‘And make it fast!" 


Smiling widely, he went to the edge of the stage apron, 
ready to give 
his all in a desperate effort to erase his previous number 
from their 
minds... 


‘JOHNNY... OH, JOHNNY!" 
Becky sat upright. 


Jasmyn wailed. It took more than one voice to signal 
acceptance. 


'OHHHH!' 
‘AGAIN, JOHNNY . .. AGGRO ADDICT AGAIN! 


As if the teeny boppers had been suddenly shaken from 
slumber the 
hall erupted. Screaming, leaping, crying girls yelled, 
clapped, pleaded 
for another chorus. 


Becky slowly relaxed. By God - he'd done it! 


Jasmyn smiled, unable to believe that the improbable had 
become 
the truly possible. She didn't wear the number as a song but 
if the fans 
wanted Johnny's choice then, by all that was in her to 
promote him, 
that's what they'd get. Johnny held his hand aloft to silence 
the first bars 
of 'Cling to me’. Behind him, their fears no longer evident, 
the Jolly 
Green Men basked in the glory that was specifically Johnny 
Holland's. 


Chapter Two 


NELSON HAMPSHIRE'S column in the 'Mercury' had always 
been 
acclaimed as the foremost commentary on the pop scene. 
Read 
nationally, it got into more homes than any six of the 
leading magazines 
covering the antics, releases and gossip of those involved in 
entertaining 
youth. 


The morning after the tune burst upon the pop world as a 
song to be 
reckoned with, Nelson Hampshire had this to Say ... 


‘In five inglorious minutes, Johnny Holland accomplished 
what 
ex-skinhead mates failed to do in five years of terrace 
terrorism. ' 


Spreading his 'Mercury', Steve Morash settled back with a 
much-needed Hundred Pipers and soaked in Hampshire's 
vitriolic 
criticism. 

It is my opinion that this song should be brought to the 
attention of 
the Race Relations Board and anyone daring to sing it 
slapped down 
with a legal injunction. 


'We have seen, in varying degrees, gimmickry taken to 
extremes by 
those unable to win fans by legitimate talents but never- 


and | repeat, 
never - have I witnessed such total disregard for... .' 


Steve finished his drink fast. His head swam. His eyes no 
longer 
able to separate the words as visions of impending disaster 
zoomed into 
focus. God damn, Johnny! So, okay. The audience had gone 
wild for 
the number. Had kept Johnny on stage fifteen minutes 
longer than 
scheduled* Had made him sing it four times before they’d 
hada 
bellyful. 


But an audience captivated by the personality didn't count 
when it 
came to getting a recording company to undertake making 
a disc. Or 
fans scattered far and wide to buying the product. 


Compelling himself to read the final paragraph, Steve 
shuddered. 


'We can do without Johnny Holland and his skinhead 
songs. We 
don't want our children tainted by a bigot's blatant begging 
to attack a 
minority group. For myself I shall refuse to publicise this 
artist until he 
sees the folly of his vicious ways". 


The telephone rang. Steve tossed the newspaper on his 


bed, 
reluctantly lifted the receiver ... 


Three minutes later, pouring another Hundred Pipers, 
Steve 
considered the day from his hotel suite window. Warm and 


sunny. 
Mellow and fantastic. 


Funny, he thought, how one man's meat is another's 
poison! 


Contrary to Nelson Hampshire's expectations, Johnny's 
recording 
company wanted to cash in on his adverse publicity 
immediately. The 
executive who'd called believed they had a golden disc on 
their hands. 
'We had the boys there yesterday,’ he'd said. 'It's terrific. A 
live 
performance. We think the second rendition comes across 
best. The 
teeny boppers don't let up for a bloody second... .' 


First, though... . Steve left the view, went to his wardrobe. 
He had 
an important appointment with an estate agent. About his 
cottage. His 
mood was more conducive now than it had been reading 
the 'Mercury'. 
Once he moved in he would be within twenty miles of 
Johnny's home, 
twelve from Peter Acroyd. He smiled walking to the suite 
door. It had 
been a satisfying battle with old man Acroyd. The labourer 
hadn't given 
in easily - but he had eventually. No matter what happened 
to change 
the man's mind now he had committed himself in writing. 
By signature. 
Relieving Steve of the necessity of taking the affair to law. 


Doc MacMaster gently set his newspaper on an empty 
chair and 
concentrated on his breakfast. Nelson Hampshire's column 
upset him. 
The edge was off his hunger. He toyed with the eggs and 
bacon, barely 
tasted the one slice of toast he ate. He didn't know what to 
do. Wished 
he could fathom Reginald Whitaker's reaction in advance of 
their 
meeting that afternoon. 


So much had hinged on this Johnny Holland kid. Now . .. 


Personally, he deplored racial antagonism. While he did 
not go all 
the way in advocating a complete mingling of black and 
white he did, 
nevertheless, stress the necessity of peoples working and 
living in 
harmony. He believed that men who could play a game - 
any game - in 
sportsmanlike brotherhood should be able to carry this 
mutual 
admiration into life's daily stream. 


Basically, though, he realised the undercurrent of emotions 
rampant 
in present day Britain. The mass loathing of a hard core 
youth element 
for those from coloured overseas communities. 


He had a tough decision to make. Whitaker would, no 
doubt, want 
explanations. Dare he link their rink success with Holland's 
apparent 
anti-social, anti-race attitudes? Or could he come right out 


and say he 
believed that this kid could draw in a huge following? 


And where did Whitaker stand? 
Ah, there was the rub! 


He wished like blazes he had another day before the 
meeting took 
place. A day in which to evaluate the impact of Holland's 
lyrics. 

A sudden thought hit hard! 

Jasmyn Ragg ... 


She would know! If anybody in London knew what was 
happening 
behind the scenes it was the Canadian girl. And, he figured, 
she owed 
him one favour. 


Yes, he could contact her. Not Steve Morash. The American 
publicity-genius wouldn't give away a goddamned thing. But 
Jasmyn 
would hint. That's all he needed. A hint. 


Julius Gerstein smiled broadly and carefully folded his copy 
of the 
'Mercury'. He loved Nelson Hampshire's comments. It did 
him good 
starting off another day knowing that Holland was under the 
cosh. And 
he had an idea how to capitalize on the columnist's 
suggestion about the 
Race Relations Board, too. 


He had acquaintances up and down the country. Blokes 
who 
couldn't refuse to carry out his 'orders'. Men utterly 
dependent on his 


supplies. Men with skeletons galore in their dark, dirty 
cupboards. 


He jabbed his intercom. 'Come in, Miss Glass.' 


The office door opened almost immediately. He had his 
secretary 
trained to obey at the snap of a finger. She understood what 
would 
happen if he ever decided she was getting too old to 'jump' 
to his every 
command. 


The woman was in her late fifties, greying. She wore 
severe clothes, 
had a prissy mouth and cold eyes sheltering behind rimless 
glasses. 


She sat facing his desk, pencil poised over her steno's 
notebook. She 
didn't speak. She had long ago discovered Gerstein's 
disinterest in 
anything the 'paid help' had to say off the cuff. 


‘This is a general letter to Maury Collier, Bert Lewis, David 
Green, 
Aaron Gull. No duplicates. Each re-typed as personal 
correspondence. ' 


Gerstein padded back and forth behind his ornate desk. He 
wanted 
the letter to hit without leaving him open for a comeback 
should a copy 
fall into the wrong hands. 


'As you know,' he said with clipped precision, 'I have 
interests in 
Discodrome and several entertainers. Unfortunately, at the 
moment, we 
have an element in show business which is doing nothing to 


help me in 
my quest to clean up this side of my investments. 


‘Nelson Hampshire, columnist for the "Mercury", has seen 
fit to take 
exception to one performer. A certain Johnny Holland. | 
agree fully 
with Hampshire’s writings. | believe the matter should be 
brought to the 
attention of the appropriate authorities. 


‘Frankly, | wish it was possible for me to intervene 
personally. 
Anything | say, however, would be misconstrued. 


‘There is another aspect to be taken into account. 
Complaints from 
various sections of the country must constitute a general 
opinion 
opposed to Holland's racialist policies. 

‘Trusting you understand the situation. A spontaneous 
reaction will 
assist my Campaign to gather momentum .. .' 


Julius slumped into his chair, a smile touching his lips. It 
wouldn't 
matter whose hands got hold of these letters. 'His 


campaign! he could 

explain to any barrister was strictly a reference to his desire 
to make 

showbiz a cleaner, safer place for youth. 


‘That's all, Miss Glass,' he snapped. 'Finish each in the 
customary 
way.' His gaze was already fastening on a trade journal as 
the woman 
got to her feet, dismissed with the usual curtness. 


Chapter Ten 


EXACTLY three weeks from Johnny's first rendition of the 
new 
song the charts showed it topping all rivals by an 
astonishingly clear 
margin. Record sales continued to soar, and all Johnny 
reckoned, 
because a dee-jay had unwittingly played the disc at a peak 
listening 
hour. An error which the radio authorities had been unable 
to rectify. 


Reports from various clubs and groups returning from tours 
confirmed the popularity of Johnny's big hit. 


Only radio now ignored the existence of it - a totally 
anticipated 
reaction. 


It was said that the Race Relations Board had been 
inundated with 
letters bitterly attacking the song and its singer. Whether or 
not there 
was any truth in this it was impossible to say. No word had 
yet come 
from the Board itself. No action had been taken officially. 


Certain M.P.'s tried to make headlines deploring ‘this ill- 
advised 
trend’, castigating 'those who will do anything in their 
nefarious search 
for fame, fortune and fans'. 


But, at soccer games, the true impact of the number 
reached its 


climax. The terraces at several famous grounds echoed to 
the strains of 

youthful voices raised in eager harmony as ‘I'm a skinhead 
boot boy, a 

hard man to beat...' ripped across the pitch. 


For Johnny Holland the greatest tribute came one evening 
when he 
re-visited Acton. The coffee bar he had frequented blasted 
the tune 
from its jukebox as he walked by the open door. That, in his 
book, was 
fame. In his home neighbourhood. Played by old mates. 


He could afford to smile, keep on walking, towards the 
Town Hall. 
Royalties and performing rights never ceased to amaze him 
when Steve 
Morash brought the latest reports round to his new house. 
His only 
regret was his failure to convince his parents that they 
Should move in 
with him. 


If only his mother would weaken in her resolve not to get 
too far 
away from her ‘friends’... 


Friends, indeed! 


Gossips. Catty bitches who smiled to one's face and 
scathingly 
blasted when the back was turned. Bingo addicts without 
one scrap of 
intelligence in their 'eye's down' and ‘doctor's orders' heads. 
Gin-biddies. Stout-stuffers. 


As he knocked at his former front door, Johnny got an 
excellent 
example of the types his mother thought were friends. The 


old dear 

three doors away . .,. Peeping through her curtains. Then, 
excitedly 

dashing to the gate as if she was expecting her loafer son to 
appear by 

magic. Eyes wide, thin lips working overtime to get as many 
questions 

answered before he escaped to the sanctuary of his parents' 
front room. 


‘Johnny,' she panted. 'My, it's wonderful seein' you again. 
How are 
you... ?' 


Johnny frowned. 'What the heck does it matter!' he 
Snapped, 
deliberately turning his back to her. Wishing to hell he'd 
kept a key. 


He heard the woman's snort of derision, whistled his new 
hit to 
antagonise her further. And he was sure it did. Hadn't her 
daughter 
lived with an immigrant for six months until she got 
pregnant and the 
man kicked her out! 


Hurry up, mum ... 


‘They're out,’ the woman called, voice packed with venom. 
‘Won't 
you come in and have a cuppa?’ 

Walking to the kerb, Johnny gazed up at his old home. Only 
after a 
lengthy pause did he face the woman. 'I don't drink tea with 
anybody 
who isn't me mate,' he said evenly, and smiling satisfaction 
at the hurt 
and anger in her eyes, strode off towards the High Street. 


He felt like a king chastising a particularly nasty courtier. 
Fame 
gave a bloke the chance to do these things. Money made 
him powerful, 
beyond reproach. It certainly was a lovely way to live. A real 
scene 
now. 


Writing for WORLD POPS, Steve Morash asked a very 
interesting 
question: 'How can those pretending to present a true 
picture of the top 
pops justify their exclusion of a number which, by every 
criterion, is 
selling more discs than the next two hits?’ 


He also answered an old-standing question concerning his 
position 
in the Holland-chain. 'I try to think of myself as the voice of 
Johnny 
Holland. It's my job to let people know when Johnny will be 
ata 
definite place at a specific time. When he will sing. At what 
concert. 
When he is leaving a city or arriving in a town. What he eats 
for 
breakfast, lunch or dinner. What he wears. How his new 
home is 
Shaping up. That's about it.’ 


The thing that pleased Steve most about the issue of 
WORLD POPS 
his article appeared in was their editorial comment 
concerning 
presentations of pop music on radio and television. 


‘It is not enough to play the music of a number whose 
words are 


rejected by a minority of listeners or viewers. Lyrics make a 
song more 

often in pops than the actual sound. A singer makes a hit. 
The 

combination of both are vital to faithfully reproduce a chart- 
topper. 

Take heed, producers. World Pops will campaign relentlessly 
for the 

right of every singer, group or whatever to put over his or 
their hit in the 


way the recording company thought fit to market the disc.! 


All it needed next, Steve thought happily, was for Nelson 
Hampshire 
to eat his words and give Johnny's song a plug! 


Walking to the french-windows of his study, Steve gazed 
down the 
length of lawn that ended in a small, private frontage 
stream. Trees 
stirred lazily in an even lazier wind. Flowers waved their 
colourful 
heads as if to acknowledge their 'master-in-the-window'. 


Owning such a place gave him a sense of not only 
belonging but 
having roots in England's fertile soil. He'd spent thousands 
attending 
auctions, getting the perfect blend of furniture and 
ornaments to match 
the oak beams, the cottagey atmosphere. Rugs to highlight 
low-ceilinged rooms and a gardener to create beauty from a 
long-forgotten wilderness. 


Johnny Holland, also, had been spending like crazy. His 
mansion 
required five times the amount of furniture, rugs, bric-a- 
brac. 


Fortunately, Johnny hadn't gone shopping alone. Nor even 
just with 

Steve. He'd hired an interior decorator and issued orders: 
‘Make this 

something right out of Homes & Gardens!' The woman had 
done that. 

Transformed a bam-like void into a home any lord would be 
proud to 

call his. 


Peter, on the other hand, had problems. His father had 
insisted on 
seeing to everything. Which meant cheap, shoddy goods 
froma 
chainstore furniture retailer, thin carpets from a 'bent' 
dealer in Ealing 
and hideous council-house brass souvenirs, a la Brighton, on 
display in 
prominent places. 

Steve felt sorry for Peter. The kid tried but his father killed 
the 
growing spirit, the urge to improve. It was the cloth-cap 
image never 
wanting to better itself which had held back so many areas 
of the 
country. 


‘You can't get enough of it, eh?’ 


Steve slowly moved aside, allowed Becky Wilmott to join 
him. The 
perfume of her matched his mood, served to overwhelm the 
rose scent. 


‘| never thought any house could be so wonderful,' the girl 
allowed. 
‘If this is what stardom can buy then | want to be tops of the 


pops!' She 
meant it, her voice so sincere it caught the man off-guard. 


‘You didn't know?' she asked as puzzlement bounced off 
her face. 


‘No, | didn't, Becky.' 


The redhead smiled wistfully. 'I guess eighteen is pretty old 
to make 


the parade, 4 she said. 


Steve stiffened, relaxed within a split-second. He grinned 
next. 
‘God, you had me worried for a moment,' he laughed. 'I was 
way back 
in the days when Californians used to quote a legal saying - 
eighteen'll 
get you twenty!’ 


Becky frowned. "What's that mean?’ 


‘Simply,’ the man replied, still chuckling, 'that eighteen 
was too 
young to take to bed!' 


‘And twenty meant the number of years you paid for the 
pleasure?’ 
Becky asked, eyes twinkling now. 


'So correct it hurts,' Steve commented. 


‘Not in England. | consented. I've got a birth certificate to 
prove I'm 
the age to say yes,' and she giggled with an arm round his 
shoulder, 'l 
take the Pill to let me enjoy everything an experienced man 
like you can 
teach me.' 


‘You're incorrigible, Becky!’ 
‘Damned right,’ she answered. 


'Listen, kid. ..' 
'Not that, Steve. The Pill - remember!’ 


He shrugged, moved away from her sensuousness, her 
heady aroma. 
'Crissakes, be serious. This is strictly manager to client 
stuff.’ 


Becky's heart beat faster. She wondered how her soft 
breast could 
contain the feverish activity. 


'If you've got any talent I can.. .' 
'| want an honest appraisal, Steve.’ 
‘You won't get a snow-job. That | guarantee.’ 


‘I'm not Johnny Holland. | don’t want to be racialist and | 
don't want 
to appeal to one section of the community.’ 


Steve nodded agreement, returned to his desk - a Queen 
Anne 
antique which had cost him £750 at auction. A radio in the 
background 
played early afternoon music. As it faded an announcer 
said: 'I hope 
you enjoyed New World and some Rooftop singing .. .' 
Every room in 
the house had its 'Hacker' Helmsman portable - in Steve's 
opinion the 
best produced in the U.K. 


‘Are you really going to give me a trial?' Becky asked. 
Steve smiled provocatively. 


‘God, get your eyeballs up above my navel,’ Becky 
quipped. 

‘Yes, I'll arrange a recording session. You let me know 
which 


number you'd like to sing and | can find musicians to do the 
accompaniment. ' 


Becky forgot herself in the excitement flooding her 
showbiz 
orientated mind. She perched on a comer of the Queen 
Anne desk, 
raised one leg and held its knee in her clasped hands. Her 
Skirt fell 
away, flowed to reveal her luscious thighs, her skimpy 
panties. 


‘You keep teasing me and | won't talk about a pop career, ' 
Steve 
hinted. 


Becky adjusted her clothing, glared at him. 'Steve, please 


‘Okay. Now, what's your type of number?’ 

‘Sweet. Sentimental. Swingy.' 

Steve visibly shuddered. 'God, save me from that!’ 
‘You're not interested then?' 


‘Lam, Becky. | definitely am. | was only jokin’. Listen to me 
carefully now. A lot of old music is coming back, jazzed up a 
bit, mind 
you. But it's basically old. The Alice Faye songs ...' 


‘The who?' Becky showed her ignorance. 


‘Alice Faye. A movie star favourite back during the war 
years. 
Blonde, beautiful and what a singer!’ 


‘Never heard of her,' Becky admitted ungraciously. 


‘Be that as it may,' Steve grimaced. 'I fancy you doing 
some of her 
material. "Rose of Washington Square", "All Alone By The 
Telephone", "Alexander's Ragtime Band". | reckon we can 


get sheet 
music for 'em all. Can you read music, by the way?' 


‘Reasonably,’ Becky said. She pulled a face. 'Can't we get 
decent 
new music written?’ 


‘Not for a sampler, kid.’ 


‘Alright. But pity you if those songs ain't what the 
recording 
companies want! 


Steve made a mental note to verify this with his contacts. 
The initial 
cost of hiring professionals and recording studios would be 
substantial. 
He didn't want to toss his dough down the drain of lost 
opportunity any 
more than Becky would want to have a rejection slapped on 
her style. 


‘Okay, that’s that,' he grinned, hand automatically landing 
on her 
thigh. 'Now ...' 


‘Not in the afternoon, Steve,' she said. 
‘Why not?' he asked. 

'Well...' She was stuck. 

'See?' His hand moved upwards. 
‘Haven't you got things to do for Johnny?' 


He laughed, lifted her skirt and placed his hand on her 
softly warm 
flesh. ‘I've got a thing to do,' he said suggestively. 'It's 
taking care of 
you...’ 


Becky sighed. The price of fame kept soaring ... Like his 
hand! 


‘Let's get upstairs,’ Steve rasped. 


A Scottish voice came from Woman's Hour reading a short 
story. 
‘Then her eyes dropped ...' 


Becky's eyes dropped demurely. 'Must you be so crude?’ 
she asked. 


Steve grinned, came to his feet. 'After what happened last 
night?’ 


Becky sighed again, relented. She walked at his side 
through the 
study, out into the hall. She loved this old cottage. 
Somehow, she 
imagined, it had been a haven for reprobates and a 
succession of 
mistresses. Everything 'reeked' of this... 


Maybe that's why I'm jelly in his quivering hands, she 
thought as he 
prodded her ahead of him climbing the rickety stairs... 


Chapter Eleven 


For Jasmyn Ragg and Becky Wilmott the one-night stand in 
Manchester presented no problems. Two hundred frenzied 
teeny 

boppers queued all night to make sure of their tickets for 
the ‘Johnny 

Holland spectacular’ that threatened to overflow the city's 
latest 

'stereophonic auditorium’. 


Advance warning of a brand new Holland number added to 
the 
excitement generated in pop circles. In every classroom the 
topic most 
discussed was ‘Johnny's song’. Would it be another skinhead 
battle-cry? 
Or a rousing football terracer? (Terracer - a word coined by 
columnist 
Martin Mann in the 'Globe & Mail’ when he handled the ultra 
delicate 
Subject of songs they sing behind the nets.) 


Becky could have told her coffee bar acquaintances. 
Jasmyn could 
have repeated the lyrics when she ‘aroused’ her disco 
fanatics. 


A SPAGHETTI RING IS ALL YOU'RE GETTING ... 
Even Steve had wrinkled his nose at that title! 


Peter had suggested an approach to a canning company 
for the free 


plug. 


Bruce hadn't been enthusiastic although he admitted he 
liked the 
‘ring’... 

Johnny had only said, ‘Ouch!’ 


What they all agreed was that the song had possibilities 
and no 
racialist overtones. It gave Johnny a chance to get back into 
Nelson 
Hampshire's good books. An opportunity to appeal to 
mums, not their 
trendy daughters. 


What nobody knew in advance was that Johnny intended 
to 
introduce yet another controversial number. One his 'group' 
knew only 
as music. An instrumental number. Their ‘solo’. He'd worked 
long 
hours with his lyricist on the words. Tried to get a title and 
could only 
call it POEMS. 


But what poems! 


He'd spent weary hours trying to get the right accent for 
each 'poem' 


- the London one he didn't have to mimic but those 
Supposedly from 
Birmingham, Newcastle, Bristol, Glasgow, Cardiff, Liverpool 
and 
Southampton had to be studied. Studied hard, too. 


He had a problem on his hands when they were about to 
go on-stage, 
he knew. The group wanted to do a 'solo' spot. He'd 
promised. But he 
felt sure he could out-talk Peter, Bruce and Mick when it 


boiled down to 
doing it his way or not at all. 


Creaking, near-senile Barry Dodd the lyricist hadn't been 
too pleased 
when Johnny informed him that the 'poems' would be 
publicised as 
being authentic examples of the skinhead culture and 
anonymous 
contributions sent to one Johnny Holland free, gratis and for 
nothing. 
He'd wanted a credit. But a hundred quid soon made him 
see 'the light’. 


Johnny had learned the 'racket' fast! 
Money gave him carte blanche. 


Plus, of course, a private contract between Barry and 
himself for a 
split royalty. That had been a clincher! Johnny didn't give a 
damn 
nowadays. Steve could rant and rave all he wanted. But, 
essentially, the 
teeny boppers were screaming for what Johnny gave them. 
Not what 
some manager-cum-agent-cum-friend decreed. 


A woman appeared in the doorway, outlined against a hall 
that 
contained more footage than his parents entire ground floor. 
A hall that 
boasted fifteen oils and a pair of Dutch marquetry tables 
with Italian 
marble torcherie holding sprayed floral arrangements. A hall 
bare of 
carpets or rugs, its beautiful ancient wooden boards 
polished to 
shimmering perfection. 


‘Excuse me, sir,’ the woman said with servile insincerity. 
‘Will you 
be wanting the staff during the next few days?’ 


Johnny tried to assume the 'master role’. He felt he lacked 
the 
maturity, the ability to 'command' servants an owner of 
such a splendid 
residence should have, and it came through in his reply- 
question answer. 
‘Er... do we need them?’ 


The woman smiled faintly. 'Not if you're going away, sir.' 
‘| leave it to you then, Mrs Bedford. ' 


The woman nodded absently. 'We have prepared a simple 
meal for 
tonight, sir. Roast lamb. ' 

'Terrific!' 

The woman stared at Johnny, inclined her head and, after 
some 
Slight hesitation, nodded with more than a little compassion. 
'Yes, Sir. 
Cook says she'll be ready to serve about seven-thirty ... if 
that's your 
wish, sir?! 


Screw Steve and his servants! Johnny thought angrily. / 
always feel 
inferior. | don't really know how to behave in these 
surroundings but - 
'Terrific,' he said again, which covered a multitude of sins. 


The woman backed out of the room, softly closed the 
double-doors 
behind her. 


‘I've got to have Gloria here,' Johnny said aloud. 'It's time | 
got 


married.. .' 


The word sent explosions through his system. Much as he 
liked - 
maybe he loved - Gloria, he didn't honestly want to get 
married. He 
didn’t have the drawback most teenagers faced when they 
rushed into 
matrimony. His profession could never be classed as secure 
but the 
money already accruing to his account meant he could 
splurge, get 
spliced and not have to worry for the coming year. More, if 
he handled 
his affairs properly. But that wasn't enough for getting 
hitched to one 
woman. He wasn't old enough to forego all the pleasures an 
adolescent 
should experience in the 'so called' formative years. 


To blazes with the canons, the do-gooders, the female 
magistrates 
who pontificated on juvenile problems, the Women 
politicians who 
knew better than those who had to live within an 
environmental slum. 


If he wanted to marry Gloria then, by Christ, he would! But 
he 
didn't... 


He liked her as his 'soul-mate'. His sidekick. His bird. 
Nothing 
more! 


Not yet, anyway! 


Another year, or two. When he had 'established' himself as 
one of 
those undying acts. A Tommy Steele. A Frankie Vaughan. 


The Arthur 
Askey of the pop world. A Frank Sinatra covering many 
generations. 


He liked to regard himself as a bloke who'd be around for 
as long as 
he wished to entertain. His dream was to fade out in a blaze 
of glorious 
publicity with a song equally as good as Sinatra's farewell -'| 
did it my 
way!’ 

And he fully intended to do it his special way! 


To hell with the blue-nosed bastards who went crying to 
the Press, 
the Race Relations Board, the Church. 


To blazes with those who didn't want the great big British 
public to 
hear what the nation as a whole thought. 


To the devil with politicians willing to sell white British 
rights down 
the river for a few hundred thousand coloured votes. 


He - Johnny Holland - had the power to bring the message 
right into 
the homes, coffee bars, discos and concert halls where it 
could be 
digested. 


He didn't think of himself as a crusader. He hadn't the 
humanity for 
that. But he did believe in Britishers first. Immigrants and 
people of a 
different skin tone belonged, he thought, elsewhere. Not as 
citizens 
with special rights. Not able to get holidays in the lands of 
their birth 


paid for by the highly tolerant English, Scottish, Welsh 
taxpayer. And 
then to be re-admitted when they'd gloatingly lorded it over 
their 
island-in-the-sun kin. 

His heart hardened more as the thoughts rushed willy-nilly 
through 
his brain. 


He had to have a song composed about this injustice! One 
to make 
every immigrant lover sit up and squeal. . . 


One the sportsman 'Kop' couldn't fail to take up and sing! 


Just for a fraction of time, Johnny Holland approached 
greatness. 
His special kind of greatness. A patriotic hysteria those who 
had opened 
the doors of immigration could never know. A frenzy akin to 
total 
self-destruction in a desire to right so many wrongs forced 
upon his 
fellow-Englishmen. 

Yet, for all the wrong reasons! 

Without realising how close he had come to being 'the 


chosen onel, 

Johnny let his violent nature take control. Let cultism dictate 
where a 

clear head, a positive policy could have welded historic 
mention. 


And the greatness dissolved in brutality! In thuggery! 
In gutter-uttering ... 
POEMS ... 


The stuff criticism was made from. The material to undo 
everything 
his young, dedicated - in a way - heart cried out to bring to 
the attention 
of his elders. Youth's frustration. Youth's torment. Youth's 
inadequate 
expression. 


(And why? Because youth got left-wing education that kept 
it down. 
Kept it within controllable limits . ..) 


Johnny didn't know! - 
None of them did! 


And those who knew smiled in the knowledge that an aim 
had 
destroyed an English ability to contest the alien challenge 


Julius Gerstein knew what it was all about. Profit. Gear for 
the 
sheep who followed his directions. Percentages from the 
artists who 
obeyed instructions and didn't take a wrong step. 


It had always been a big giggle for Julius when he heard 
about 
youth's rebellion against 'standardised' clothing. When the 
Establishment - albeit those who had the most to gain from 
pulling wool 
over blind eyes - complained about this new breed of 
youngster who 
didn't heed fashion dictates. 


Like hell they didn't! 


Youth, bluffed to its last penny, was a stupid sheep docilely 
treading 
the Gerstein path. 


Take the skinhead cult... 


Braces made by one of his concerns. Union shirts bought 
on the 
cheap and flogged at treble the cost. Boots quickly 
purchased from a 
bankrupt merchandiser and put on 'special' with a one- 
hundred-fifty 
percent mark-up. Sold out in two days, too. Levis - with dirt 
rubbed in 
- peddled at thirty per over the odds. ' 


Or tanktops ... old gear brought out of mothballs and 
upped by £3- 
per unit. 


And now, Johnny Holland T-shirts. Tatty stock hurriedly sent 
toa 
silk-screener and put on display with a huge imprint of 
Johnny's face 
and the chorus of Aggro-Addict beneath. 


To safeguard himself, Julius had made a deal through Steve 
Morash. 
A minimum royalty for Johnny's appearance at the open-air 
concert to 
be staged in the Midlands the following month. 

Profit... 

Money to grant him more power! 

Squeezing the maximum for the minimum. 

So far, his plans had met with a temporary set-back. 


Johnny Holland 
still rode the wave's crest. Still stayed out of reach. 


But not for much longer. 


The Midlands concert would see the curtain rung down on 
the 
Holland legend... 


He had Narcissus's guarantee. Tavern's apologies for not 
‘doing' the 
bastard when they had the golden shot. Anka's promise to 
‘arrange’ 
something extra-special. 


Julius didn't go much on Shippe's promise. He doubted if a 
wet 


lettuce could topple Johnny Holland and his Roundheads . .. 


Chapter Twelve 


Doc MacMaster read the 'Standard' report of the latest 
soccer 
violence with misgivings. Such happenings were unknown in 
Canada 
and he felt, tempers flared and emotions boiled every bit as 
much over 
an ice hockey contest as they did for a football match. But 
why the 
violence? The senseless destruction of railways carriages? 
The 
uncivilised muggings and window-smashings? 


This latest bout of indiscriminate savagery had no tangible 
attachment. The so-called fans supposedly going to support 
their team 
had not been 'robbed' by a negligent referee. They'd won. 
Handsomely. 

Yet they still felt it necessary to celebrate by creating a 
mayhemious 
path from ground to home town. 


If this was the pattern of today's youth could he risk letting 
an 
acknowledged leader of cultism become the symbol of ice 
hockey 
thrills? 


Could he put an entire venture in jeopardy because he bad 
spontaneously tossed in pop to consolidate a deal which 
might have 
been otherwise threatened .. .? 


The answer had to be in the negative! Definitely so! 


He sat down and composed a letter to Whitaker. A cable to 
his 
American partners ... 

‘Much as | regret,’ the letter began. And ended with,'... 
and 
contrary to expectations | must stress, again, the necessity 
of 
withdrawing my offer to S. Morash for Johnny Holland's 
services. 


If, by this, you deem it unwise to participate in a joint 
venture 
linking an ice rink with a concert pavilion then | repeat my 
responsibility for expenses already incurred. 


‘My love of hockey is such that | cannot, in any way or 
shape or 
form, bring the sport into disrepute. | would rather opt out 
of all 
negotiations and leave final agreements to those whom | 
have 
represented and those with whom | entered into preliminary 
speculations. 


'I remain, 
'Sirs, 
'Your obedient servant, 


To his North American partners, Doc sent the following 
cable. 
Short. To the point. 


AM BACKING OUT. TEENAGE VIOLENCE AGAINST ALL | 
HAVE TRIED TO ENCOURAGE IN YOUTH. CANNOT 
VISUALISE HOCKEY SUCCESS HERE ON SPORTSMANSHIP 
LINES. SORRY. WHITAKER GIVEN SAME REASONS. 


Tears stung the great man's eyes as he carefully folded the 
letter and 
placed it in an envelope. More tears fell as he telephoned 
for a bellhop 
to collect an overnight cable. 


Failure didn't rest lightly on those powerful shoulders. 
Neither did 
the admission that the English could not separate their 
sport from a 
post-war tendency towards kicking the underdog where it 
hurt most. 


He wondered where he'd gone wrong. How he could have 
mistaken 
youthful exuberance for the viciousness that seemed to 
penetrate every 
level of society. And it wasn't just with those called 
juveniles, either. 
The entire population appeared ready to accept horrible 
crimes as part 
and parcel of modem day life. He thought about the 
handling of 
desperate criminals. The way so many so-called responsible 
persons 
wanted to mollycoddle the villain. Suspended sentences. A 
mere few 
years inside for child molestation. One or two more for rape 
and 
murder. 


And, what was most astonishing to him, the high and 
mighty attitude 
of elected Members of Parliament spouting about their 
moral duties 
when they rejected hanging as a deterrent when they 
should, in reality, 
have followed the dictates of their constituents. 


Something stank when the voter got nudged into the 
Shadows of his 
representative once the results were announced ... 


Johnny Holland received word from Steve Morash. It didn't 
unduly 
upset him. He had never been in favour of ice hockey and 
although he 
stood to lose quite a tax-free sum he didn't honestly give a 
damn. More 
to the point, he would feel better with the blokes now. 
They'd frosted 
his balls on the deal. 


Not that they'd been able to bite too much into his bread. 
Steve had 
conned them all into a new contract. One giving them 
secondary status. 
A backing group status. 


Like Steve, Johnny knew about Jasmyn's affair and he 
wondered 
how she'd take the latest news. He didn't worry if she sat 
down and 
bawled. That was her business. His was taking care of 
Number One- 
Mr John Holland. But he wanted Jasmyn on his team. Becky, 
too. 
They'd earned their keep more than once during the rough 
patch after 
his controversial number hit the stores. 


Ice hockey ... 


The more he thought about MacMaster's rejection on 
grounds of 
association with undesirable types the more he wanted to 
give the 
Canadian the works. British style. It would serve him right if 


he got the 

arena going and then had to suffer Johnny Holland's 
presence as a 

paid-up seat holder... 


God, that would be a giggle. And the blokes would go for it. 
Maybe even a little aggro... 


Jasmyn lay naked in Doc's arms. A faint light glowed in the 
lounge, 
casting deep shadows across their bodies as it filtered 
through the 
partially open bedroom door. She didn't find it unusual for a 
man to 
have light seeping into the refuge shared with one he 
professed to adore. 
To love eternally. 


‘Don't underestimate Johnny,' Jasmyn said. 'If he ever gets 
the 
notion you've cut him cold he might decide to make things 
rugged for 
you at the rink.' 


Doc smiled, kissed her right breast. He liked the way she 
arched to 
his mouth. The immediate reaction of her nipple to his 
suctioning lips. 

‘Don't be greedy,' Jasmyn said without much resistance. 


Doc withdrew his head, leant on an elbow gazing down at 
her svelte 
nudity ."The age differential didn't matter when they were 
like this. Nor 
did he consider her young enough to be his daughter. She 
was old 
enough, big enough, wise enough. She'd gone along with 


him. 

Unforced. Able to cut out at any stage of the game. 
‘A penny for'em...' 
Doc smiled distantly. 'Nothing,' he muttered. 


‘Thinking about a wife can have disastrous results,’ Jasmyn 
said. 


The man jerked away, face frozen into an unhumorous 
smile. 
Suddenly, he did think about his ex-wife. His grandchildren. 
And this 
mere strip of a girl. 


‘Aaw .. .' 


Doc got off the bed, slipped into his pyjama bottoms. 
‘Sorry, 
Jasmyn - you shouldn't have mentioned her.' 


Jasmyn cursed silently. Trust her to say the wrong thing at 
the 
wrong time. She'd been so sure she had him snared. 
Wealthy. Famous. 
Old. The kind of guy she'd hankered after. The sort to agree 
toa 
separation when a marriage broke down. The kindly figure 
who'd 
legally offer grounds for divorce and shell out a fairly hefty 
alimony. 


‘| think you'd best dress and go home,’ Doc said. 


‘Yeah, | reckon so ... ' Jasmyn hid her disappointment. This 
was 
but one battle. She would fight several more before she 
triumphed. 
Until then, she figured an acceptance of defeat rated a 
smile ... 


Becky Wilmott trembled as nerves got the better of her 
equilibrium. 
She had dreamed about this moment so long she couldn't 
quite place the 
reality where it belonged - in Steve's capable hands. 


‘You okay?' 

The girl nodded, unable to speak. 

‘The hell you are,’ Steve grinned. Taking her hand he 
squeezed it 
reassuringly. "The mike ain't gonna take a bite out of your 
mouth. ' 

‘Oh, Lord 

‘Easy girl. . .' 

Becky stiffened her body, repeated several times, / must 
not give in 
to stage-fright. ' 

‘Okay now?' 

She nodded, still too tense to sing. 

‘Can | safely get the guys ready?’ 

‘| think so, Steve. ' 

'Honey,' and he gripped her forearm with fingers that 


almost bruised. 
Hurt like hell. "This is it. The big one. Your chance. Ready?’ 


Becky took one more deep breath. Exhaled leisurely. 'I'm 
ready, 
Steve.' As he smilingly started to walk away she reached 
out, caught his 
Swinging arm. His eyes came to meet hers. 'Thanks,' she 
said with deep 
sincerity. 


‘I'll be sayin' that once you've recorded,’ he said by way of 
encouragement. 


Becky understood. She felt so much on the ball thanks to 
his 
low-key handling of her attack. Somehow his very presence 
gave her 
the boost her natural nervousness needed to overcome a 
complete 
breakdown. 


Steve had done her proud. Not only had he supplied nine 
professional musicians but he had also seen fit to add a 
singing group 
whose voices most people would have recognized for the 
number of 
unheralded appearances they made in television jingles. 


As she waited for Steve's signal she studied her lyrics. 
Doubts still 
tormented her. Would a record company accept such a 
strange ballad? 
Would they figure it too old fashioned for today's market? 
Would some 
long-haired semi-executive brush aside his locks and throw 
a fit when 
he heard her version of ‘The Hermit of Warkworth?’ 


Speaking softly, she murmured the words... 
‘It happened on a summer's day, 

Led by fragrant breeze, 

| wandered forth to take the air 

Among the greenwood trees. ' 


Becky smiled to herself. It was so ancient it could 
practically be 
called Biblical. But that was, according to Steve, its major 
charm. 


‘After all, kid,’ he'd told her, 'there's a trend to gospel type 
songs. 

Maybe we haven't gone that far back but we're nearly 
there!" 


‘Then climbing up his rocky stairs, 
He scales the cliff so high, 

And calls aloud and waves his light 
To guide the stranger's eye.' 


Steve grinned, patted her back. 'Fantastic, Becky,' he said 
easily. 


'Will it sell?' she asked. 


‘No reason why not,' he replied. "The music sounds just 
perfect.’ 


‘I'm not worried about the music,' Becky remarked. 


. Remember, this is one number in a sampler offering a 
wide 
selection. You've got some terrific material. Old standards, a 
few 
near-misses and the 'Hermit'. You can't miss, honey .. .' 


‘If | do I'll be your house-guest forever and ever. I'll 
become a lady 
hermit... !' 


Steve laughed. 'That'd be fantastic if only | believed you 
meant it!' 
He winked suggestively, fondled her bottom. 


Without knowing why, Steve had gotten through to her 
reserves of 
strength. Becky knew exactly what had happened. What 
they'd shared 
during the past week hadn't been a fleeting affair in her 
heart. Her 
mind. It had been an introduction to something more 


lasting. A 

permanent relationship. An eighteen year old's knight in 
shining armour 

charging into a mass of foes to rescue the fair maiden, a 
dream come 

true. Although she operated in a world peopled by hard 
nuts, bearded 

wonders, grotty little bastards and the vicious vultures 
hovering above 

all, she didn't belong to them. She was Becky Wilmott - 
aloof from the 

rat-race. A nice girl trying to compete. A dreamer at rock- 
bottom. A 

maiden in need... And Steve had satisfied that need. 
Opened a whole 

universe to her eyes. 


‘Ready?’ Steve asked, withdrawing a little when he saw 
the depth of 
her emotional involvement. 


‘I'm ready, Steve. ..' 


Christ, he thought, /'ve sold her a bill of goods she can't 
shake off. 


If | fluff a line... ?' 


Steve pointed at the smiling, patient musicians. ‘They'll 
forgive and 
keep on playing. We run through regardless. This first take 
IS 
experimental. Relax. Take it in your stride. I'll signal when 
we're set to 
record the master. ' 


Becky's swinging hips going to the microphone showed 
he'd 
convinced her. It was a dirty trick but one he felt necessary 
considering 


her tension. Actually, they'd record from the first bar. 
Perfection ona 
Sampler wasn't the criterion of recording company success. 


The 
essential was getting her voice across. Showing she could 


handle a 
song. A style. 
‘Good luck, kid,' he murmured and gave a thumb's up to 
the control. 
boys... 


Chapter Thirteen 


In his heart-of-secret-hearts, Johnny Holland had ambitions 
to 
remain in show business the rest of his life. When he grew 
older, was 
married, had children, he hoped to support them all on an 
income 
derived from record sales. He liked to think he would still be 
a name in 
the game when he hit his forties. A name like Andy 
Williams. A great 
like Perry Como. Popular as Des O'Connor. Making 
‘comebacks' like 
Donald Peers. Have a dedicated following like Frank Sinatra. 
Be 
spoken about in reverence as Bing Crosby was even today. 
Havea 
matured voice like 'iron lungs' Vaughan Monroe. 


Far be it for him to hazard a guess as to the type of music 
they would 
be listening to in twenty years time, but he reckoned that 
Country & 
Western would be around. Strong as ever. The standby for a 
steady 
income. 


He enjoyed the 'folk' singers. If he had to make a decision 
even now 
on a career-long style he would almost certainly have 
jabbed a finger on 
C&W as the lasting image. 


The gimmick he currently used which had brought him 
instant 
popularity didn't necessarily have to remain. Indeed, the 
sooner he 
dropped it the better. Getting typed as the skinhead singer 
could only 
hurt his ambitions. But, for the while, he enjoyed his fame. 
The 
adverse criticisms. The hue-and-cry by blue-nosed do- 
gooders. 


It was Johnny's desire to cash in on his Aggro Addict 
number for the 
next year. No longer. If he succeeded in getting into the 
charts five 
times with controversial songs he would be satisfied. Poems 
was 
already creeping up the table. At number fifteen it had 
jumped ten 
places in one week. Not bad going for an unplugged song. 


Looking over his engagements for the coming month, 
Johnny noted 
the names Narcissus, Shippe, and Tavern reappearing with 
monotonous 
regularity. Since his brush with Lonnie McGovern of Tavern 
he'd been 
ever aware of their shared billings. Even Steve had 
remarked about it. 
But did Steve really scan the advance lists? 


‘I've got to have this sorted out,' Johnny said aloud to a 
bronze figure 
of Shakespeare. Since getting the statue he'd taken to 
addressing it as he 
did his mates. He'd been forced to read one of 
Shakespeare's plays in 
school and had hated every line. But that didn't stop him 


from sharing a 

sort of camaraderie with the playwright's dominant talent. 
There were a 

lot of things Johnny didn't understand. Ballet. Opera. 
Classical music. 

Yet he respected each. In an uncultured, off-hand way. 


Waiting for Steve to answer his telephone, Johnny got 
around to 
thinking about his loneliness. The house was far too big for 
one bloke. 
Much as he appreciated having it and being surrounded by 
fine 
possessions he couldn't quite get used to wandering for 
hours without 
meeting people he knew, without bumping into a situation 
demanding 
an aggressive nature. Everything here was so placid. So 
bloody 
tranquil he often wished he'd hired a few bruisers to supply 
him with 
aggro. 

God, he really missed the gang fights, football punch-ups, 
his mates 
deliberately antagonising some stupid black bastard. He 
knew he'd have 
grown out of all this one day. In his twenties. Like most 
Skinheads did 
when they got engaged, or married. But that wasn't yet. 
Gloria and he 
were far from getting down to the nitty-gritty of sharing the 
house, lives 
on a permanent basis. 


Frankly, he wasn't even so bloody sure Gloria would be the 
one 
woman in his life! 


Over the past few months they'd grown apart. 


He suspected the change was more on her side than his. 
Gloria 
loved to believe she was responsible for his success. When 
he'd made 
the grade - and not Sir Lew's - she had retreated into a 
semiconscious 
shell and didn't bother to effervesce as she had once. 


Steve didn't answer his ringing telephone. 


Johnny swore, slammed his instrument down with a bang. 
It seemed 
he remembered something about Becky Wilmott having a 
recording 
session in London today. And Steve being there to arrange 
details. 


Becky... 

Now there was a girl he could go for. A real smasher. Nice 
and yet 
... Steve was her man! They all knew that. Bruce had even 
made up a 


poem about the pair. Trust bleedin' Bruce to sink to the 
depths... 


‘Up Queen's Park!' he shouted at Shakespeare. 
The statue didn't reply. Like Steve! 


‘What bleedin' team did you support?’ Johnny asked, 
bending over 
the bronze and glaring at the bearded face. ‘Millwall? 
Arsenal?’ 
Memory returned. A schoolteacher mentioning that 
Shakespeare had 
been bom in the Midlands. Or thereabouts. Where the hell.. 
? 


Stratford. That's it! 'A bloody Coventry supporter, eh?' 


Johnny felt right proud. Geography had been another weak 
subject. 
He didn't care much for distance separating places 
providing he figured 
they were within an area. 


‘Up the Sky Blues!' 


Satisfied he’d made Shakespeare's day, Johnny walked 
through the 
open french-windows and strolled in his gardens. 


An old man glanced up from the greenhouse direction and 
quickly 
dropped his head again. One run-in with the 'young master' 
had been 
more than enough for the head gardener. He preferred to 
deal with 
people who knew a calcifuge plant from a weed. Master 
Holland's last 
attempt to name a flower had rather shocked him. He'd 
never heard 
anyone calling a De Caen poppy anemone a forget-me-not 
and 
expecting not to be challenged. 


Johnny grinned and carefully avoided the gardener. He'd 
set the old 
boy back fifty years with his non-knowledge of flowers and 
plants. 
He'd deliberately insisted he knew what he'd been talking 
about but the 
man's lack of humour had somehow caused a rift between 
them. 


What the hell! Johnny thought. / don't have to worry. He's 
my 
employee. | can fire him if he gets on my wick! 


I won't, though .. . 


Gardeners were hard to come by. Especially here. There 
were so 
many wealthy people with huge estates, monstrously large 
gardens. 
Men like old Dodds could find employment overnight. Maybe 
even at 
higher wages than Johnny was paying. 


No, he had to suffer this stay-away-from-me attitude and 
watch his 
garden take shape. Beautiful shape, admittedly. Like a park 
shaded by 
gigantic trees. Something for the snooty neighbours to envy. 


He'd heard the gossip. About that guttersnipe pop star 
who moved 
into the Creech residence! Lowering the tone of the area. 
Giving ita 
rotten name. Probably holds drug orgies and sex parties. 
What does a 
mere lad want a sizeable home like that for? Don't invite 
him to any of 
the local functions. He'd shame the likes of us! 


Just thinking about what he'd overheard when going to the 
village 
post office or visiting the record bar made Johnny furious. 
He should 
teach the bastards a lesson... 


He laughed aloud and old Dodds glanced up. 
Johnny waved generously. 
The gardener nodded back, quickly got on with his chores. 


Walking down the long, sweeping, curving driveway, 
Johnny 
marvelled at the number of acres surrounding the main 
house. If he had 


planning permission he could construct an estate in the 
grounds to house 

a few hundred people. Not that he wished this upon himself. 
He'd seen 

what estate kids did to destroy landscapes, telephone 
kiosks, interiors. 

There'd been a time when he, too, indulged his passions in 
such 

activities. Not now. He'd grown away from childish 
vandalism. 


At the main entrance, Johnny stood and studied the gates. 
There had 
been a sign there once. A house name. An occupier's name. 
He tried to 
picture how a wooden plaque would look, decided against 
this in favour 
of wrought iron painted white. That would make it stand out 
against the 
black metal gate. 


God, how his neighbours would hate his guts! Imagine the 
ee driving past catching sight of the new sign!! 

AGGRO ADDICT, it would read. 

And his letters ... 

Mr J. Holland, 

‘Aggro Addict’, 

Windthrope Lane ... 


- Christ, a real giggle. Especially if his postman happened 
to be one 
of those stuck-up squares one finds in the posher parts of 
London. 


A giggle... 


Worth spending a few quid on the sign... 
GLAMS ARE HERE TO STAY 


World Pops justified its position as the leading magazine 
covering 
the scene. It's five-page article dealing with the 'glams' of 
pops carried 
several four-colour pics of the up and coming glitter boys. 
Narcissus 
got a page to himself, a picture to make any young girl's 
bosom heave 
ecstatically. It showed him wearing his make-up, frilly shirt, 
silver 
sequinned trousers, platform soles. 'Stars in my eyes’, ran 
the caption 
and those golden stars certainly came out bright and clear. 


‘Some years a90,' the article read, 'a singer like Narcissus 
would 
have been laughed off any stage in the country. Not now. 
Glams are 
here to stay. Witness the ever-increasing number of pop lads 
doing their 
thing in a variety of outfits bordering on the demented, the 
super-spangled, the exotic. 


‘Of course, this is not a novelty in the animal-bird kingdom. 
Many 
spectacular species are known for their male fashion 
displays while the 
unadorned distaff hides her bushel under a nearby plant. ..' 


Julius Gerstein threw the glossy mag aside in disgust. He 
read it 
because he was intimately involved in the scene. Not 
because he 
believed a bloody word it said; not because he found its 


contents 
entertaining even. 


Narcissus. . . 
The bloke he'd come to learn to detest! 


For once, Gerstein didn’t rate profitability above a desire to 
rid 
himself of an objectionable character. The ex-Birmingham 
'song-bird' - 
through his failure to take care of Johnny Holland - had 
assumed the 
role of a major thorn in Julius's side. And when a Gerstein 
hated, watch 
out! 


Data filtering through to Julius showed how far Johnny had 
come in 
the last six months. From nobody to teeny bopper idol. 
Bobby Sharp's 
proposed second British tour had been called off and it was 
no secret in 
pop circles why Johnny's image would not be dented and 
any American 
trying to outshine him would only suffer from a comparison. 


The latest item of news fed into Gerstein's ear had brought 
a flush to 
his cheeks. Holland had had the audacity to call his country 
mansion 
Aggro Addict after his first major disc success. A recording 
which, 
now, had earned a golden disc. And Poems wasn't far 
behind, either. 


It really bugged Julius knowing that Steve Morash had this 
kid under 
contract for ten years! 


Glancing at his diamond-studded wristwatch, Gerstein 
scowled. He 
wasn't in the mood for a conference. He had problems 
enough with his 
rag-trade affairs. Late deliveries. Samples which didn't 
appeal now he'd 
seen them on a live model. Cloth shipments held in 
abeyance at 
strike-bound docks. Always bloody strikes! If it wasn't the 
flamin' 
dockers it was the railways. Or the transport drivers. Or 
some other 
union disrupting decent businesses. 


Jabbing his desk intercom he roared: 'Are they here, Miss 
Glass?' 


'Yes, sir...' 


'Okay, let's get it over with!' He silenced the connection. 
He was 
always careful to do this. He knew a competitor whose ideas 
had been 
pinched due to carelessly leaving an intercom switch open. 
It wouldn't 
happen with him! 


The office door opened and in walked Narcissus, Shippe, 
McGovern 
and Blaine. Watching them find chairs and offer half-hearted 
smiles, 
Julius studied the man Blaine. He had few reasons for ever 
meeting the 
broad-shouldered, balding Scouse. Taking the man at 
percentage value 
he had no valid reason for doing more than pass a few 
telephoned words 
with the other. Ten or twenty quid per year didn't make for a 


Gerstein 

enthusiasm and a wish to waste valuable time discussing 
future 

prospects or forthcoming penny-ante engagements. Pub 
Singing, club 

crawling between stints as a Soho stripclub doorman tout 
did not make 

for big-time agent-client relationships. 


But Blaine had one talent which Gerstein felt he could use 
to 
advantage. 


Blaine had been a professional boxer once. A man with 
seamy 
connections. In police circles, Tom Blaine held the key to 
several 
protection racket mysteries - if he ever got around to 
squealing. 


‘I'm busy so | won't take up your time,’ Julius said quickly. 
‘We all 
know what is on the agenda. Johnny Holland! You, Narcissus 
.. and 
the menacing finger pointed directly at the 'glam-boy', 
‘You've tried and 
failed. You, Shippe . . .‘ and the finger moved swiftly to 
probe Anka's 
fragile mentality. 'You haven't come up with a bloody idea 
let alone 
tried to cripple the bastard.’ 


Anka's. high-pitched voice sallied forth. 'I can't resort to 
violence. 
I'm not built for that!" 


'Agreed!' Gerstein smiled grimly. ‘McGovern at 


The Irishman uncrossed his legs, frowned. 'I'm me own 
worst 
enemy, sur,' he said. 


‘Drink!’ Julius sarcastically commented. 
‘That an' a likin' fer humanity ...' 


‘Irish lies!' Gerstein snapped. 'Don't blarney me, 
McGovern. ' 


'Never, Sur...’ 


‘You're pissed,' Julius scorned and immediately wiped the 
booze-hound from his plans. ‘Blaine. ..' 


Tom Blaine sat forward. Not a muscle moved on his 
impassive face. 
Only the snake-like eyes showed he was even paying 
attention. 


'How many heavies can you get for a job in the Midlands?’ 
Blaine cocked his head inquisitively. "What for?’ 

'| want the Holland outdoor concert broken apart.’ 

‘| could raise ten, maybe twenty guys ...' 


Julius nodded thoughtfully. 'I have the honour to supply 
security 
guards for the show. I'll use my own men.' 


Blaine smiled frostily. "The ones you hire for Discodrome?' 
‘Yeah - why?’ 
‘Me mates,' Blaine admitted. 


‘| realise that,' Julius said. ‘They'll have orders to make it 
look good 
but they won't seriously hinder what you've got to do.' 


‘If | Know the mob they'll help,' Blaine replied. 


‘Over my dead body!’ Julius bent forward, forearms resting 
on his 


desk, eyes intent. 'I want it to look good. | want them to 
appear as if 
they're fighting your crowd off.' 

'| get the picture,' Blaine said. 'A fake kayo.' 

'A dive,' Gerstein mentioned. 'Like you took against Sykes. ' 


Blaine's features contorted into a hideous mask. 'Nobody 
accuses 
me ...' he started to growl. 


‘I'm saying you made a dive, Blaine. And | should bloody 
know,’ 
Julius stormed. 'I was the bloke whose money you took!" 
Anka Shippe gasped, squirmed as if trying to shelter inside 
the 
chair's wood. 
McGovern smiled. This was a juicy piece of gossip. 
Narcissus waited, not a flickered false-eyelash betraying 
his inner 
heat. 
Blaine sat back, dejected. Beaten by a harder punch than 
Sykes had 
supposedly landed for the regional championship. 
‘| don't often swear,' Gerstein explained with a triumphant 
smile. 'l 
apologise.' He didn't mean it but the habit came of long 
standing. 'Now 
- can you handle this?’ 
Blaine nodded, not daring to trust his voice. 
‘dow much?’ Julius asked. 
‘About twenty per man?’ 
‘Fifteen!’ Julius never accepted a price. 


‘| don't. ..' Blaine tried to argue. 


‘Fifteen or nothing!" 
Blaine acknowledged defeat. ‘Fifteen - in advance.’ 


Julius hated paying before results but he understood the 
type of man 
he was buying. He counted off £150, pushed it across his 
desk. "That's 
for ten blokes. If you hire more I'll settle after the concert.’ 


Blaine shrugged. 'I'll do what | can.' 


Turning next to Narcissus, Gerstein asked, 'And you're 
ready for 
back-stage action?’ 


‘The 'glam-boy' nodded. 


'| won't go into details but, essentially, they're the same as 
before. 
Get him off-balance. Make him nervous. Anything to make 
him blow 
his cool when Blaine's men start rioting.’ 


‘It won't flop, mate,' Narcissus said with an overconfidence 
he truly 
didn't feel. 


‘It had better not,’ Julius Gerstein snarled. < His right arm 
lifted, 
brushed them away as a lazy loafer would shoo-off an 
annoying fly. 
For him, the conference had ended. 


Chapter Fourteen 


FACE-OFF, an authoritative magazine dealing with global 
ice 
hockey, carried an exclusive interview with Doc MacMaster. 
‘Britain's entry into a new-Euro-league hangs in the 
balance,' Doc 
was reported as saying. 'For a while we - my North American 
partners 
and the City syndicate here - believed we had a solution to 
make our 
proposition viable. Unfortunately, this idea has now been 
proved to be 
questionable. Not only does hockey seem likely to lose but 
also show 
business generally.’ 


Face-offs editor, himself an old time hockey great, had 
more to say 
on the subject. In a footnote to the interview, Cy Young 
stated: 


‘It is to be regretted that those earning fantastic sums from 
a 
minimum of effort can throw an exciting sport like ice 
hockey info the 
doldrums again. 


'I make no bones about which star | refer to - one currently 
enjoying 
fanatical following for his racialistic songs. 

‘But let the microphone-clingers and glitter maniacs 
beware. The 
day could come when ice hockey takes its rightful place in 


the minds 

and attentions of our youth. When it does, the millions now 
available 

for those who grow fat on outrageous records will cease to 
flow. ' 


Seated in his office, surrounded by the clatter of 
typewriters and 
eager reporters shouting for a copy boy, Cy Young grimly 
replaced his 
telephone. He had anticipated Steve Morash's call. 
Expected the 
rantings. The accusations. The threats of legal action. 


He didn't give a damn! 


He loved ice hockey. Loved it as much as he did his chosen 
land. 
Eleven years in England had him wondering at times if he 
was still a 
Canadian or a Britisher. Both parents had come from the 
‘Old Country". 
Both had taught him to believe the links between Canucks 
and English 
were too strong for any force, any dark shadow, any petty 
dictatorship, 
any irritating happening to sever. 


What a load of horse manure that had turned out to be! 


A sell-out in the interests of "Ted Heath for Euro president' 
had put 
paid to beliefs spawned in building a nation from timbered 
hinterlands, 
against allthe odds. 


God he loathed '"Toothy Ted' - prime mover of everything 
the people 
didn't want, couldn't accept refused to confirm in local 
elections. And 


yet, the man stayed aloof. Determined to put personal 
whims through 

regardless. Without consultation. Without the promised 
majority 

decision. Broken promises. Broken again. Afraid to ask the 
electorate 

what they thought. Shrugging off every anguished price-rise 
scream 

with a morning-cloudiness-head-above-the-fog 
mysteriousness that only 

incensed those who had so trusted. So believed. 


Cy never stopped to count the cost when he got mad! 
Speaking one's mind came easy. 


Like telling Steve Morash to drop dead. Get lost. Sue. Bring 
on his 
teeny bopper idols and make a show out of a shambles! 


‘| shouldn't be running a publication in England,' he said 
aloud. And 
grinned guiltily as he quick-glanced at his companions. 
Nobody heard. 
Nobody noticed. He smiled down at his hands resting ona 
pile of fresh 
Copy. 

His mind raced in top-gear; He still had the Canadian way, 
of 
shouting emotions and letting the devil take care of his 
own. He hadn't 
discovered - and didn't want to - how to control his 'in print’ 
attacks on 
those things he felt deeply for, or against. 


He'd been crazy enough to send free copies of the current 
Face-offto 
Steve and that little creep Johnny Holland. With a 
compliment slip. 


And the additional written remark on each: THANKS FOR 
SLAMMING A DOOR IN DOC'S FACE! 


And he was wild enough to write an article for publication 
in one of 
the better Sunday papers. An article condemning those who 
capitalized 
on political promises, those who made fortunes from youth's 
desire to 
find an outlet and, especially, those who 'shamed' the 
oldest standing 
contract of all in an English deal - breaking a gentleman's 
word to abide 
by hands shaken in agreement. 


The motto behind his desk said it all for those who would 
criticise 
his blistering attack... 

SPEAK YOUR MIND - YOU COULD BE GODDAMNED RIGHT! 
IF YOU'RE'WRONG - WELL, ISN'T EVERYBODY ONCE? 


Another motto stayed in his head. One he kept to himself. 
One 
some of his closest friends suspected but which they didn't 
venture to 
mention ... 


‘If you're an outsider don't open your mouth until you've 
paid tax for 
five years. Then, by God, holler your head off... you're one 
of 'em 
now, boy! 


Steve Morash sizzled as he replaced his telephone. He 
hadn't a leg 
to stand on with Cy Young - and he knew it. Johnny had 
nailed him to a 
Sacrificial cross. A T-shaped altar dedicated to aggro and 
racialism. 


Christ, he thought, couldn't the little swine have listened to 
me? Didn't 

he know that this wasn't putting on the ritz for a few days. 
Instant glory. 

Fleeting kisses from Lady Luck's wham-bang passing 
throughness. 


Music was a food - and foodstuffs never should be 
poisoned! 


As a publicist without scruples he admired Cy's stick-to- 
the-old-guns 
determination to blast them. He loathed getting shot down 
by another 
North American - let it ride by telling himself there wasn't 
much love 
shared between the 49th divided peoples. That undefended 
frontier was 
a lot of nonsense dreamed up by democrats trying to salve 
something 
from the fact that no American army had ever been able to 
defeat the 
rugged, unyielding Canucks. 


Steve grinned and helped himself to a slice of toast. He'd 
have to 
watch this. Englishmen didn't go for Yanks tearing Canadian 
‘colonials’ 
off a strip. Most of all, Canucks didn't go for it! He'd heard 
about the 
World War Two episodes when more American blood was 
shed behind 
some British dancehalls than ever on Europe's battlefields. 
Blood that 
slid off hard Canadian fists. 


Jesus, hadn't a pair of Mounties tamed Sitting Bull when 
the entire 


Seventh Cavalry failed to revenge Custer! 


Logic got to him then. Face-off wasn't a large circulation 
general 
magazine. Its buffs didn't contribute much to Johnny's - and 
his - 
fortunes. The fear, though, was that somebody else on the 
pop side 
would read Cy's 'notes' and take up the standard for a 
crusade aimed at 
knocking Holland off his throne. 


Somebody like Julius Gerstein! 


Steve hadn't been exactly idle these past few weeks and it 
hadn't 
come as much of a shock to learn, from a reliable source, 
that Julius 
guided Narcissus, Tavern and the 'old queen’, Shippe. 


Finishing a coffee, Steve frowningly considered the Midland 
concert. All Gerstein's boys were due there. As would be 
Johnny and 
more top-liners than at any other event for the whole year. 
Also present, 

Steve knew, would be the Julius 'security mob'. He doubted 
the wisdom 

of this. Not many writers about pop liked those boys. He'd 
bet the 

newspapers would have a full brigade of photogs on hand 
just watching, 

and waiting, for the first sign of 'security' brutality. Which, in 
his 

estimation, meant the possibility of dissident groups coming 
out in force 

to capitalize on the additional publicity they could gain for 
their cause. 

Or causes! 


‘Ah, hell... ' Steve jumped to his feet, anxiety filling him. 
Somehow, somewhere he had to find a countersecurity 
group to keep 
Gerstein's hoodlums in check. Even if he forked out a 
bundle personally 
he intended Johnny's stint to go ahead without interruption. 
Without 
incident. 


It wasn't any use getting in touch with the promoters. They 
were in 
cahoots with Julius. That he knew for sure. And he doubted 
if other 
managers or agents would take kindly to a suggestion they 
all stick 
together and opt out unless more satisfactory arrangements 
could be 
guaranteed. 


Speaking to his mirrored image, Steve slantedly grinned, 
asked, 
‘Could | get a score of British Bobbys to assist me?' 


Chapter Fifteen 


For the past few years farmer Richard Thurlow had fought 
a losing 
battle against inflation, the lack of farm-labour and a 
Common Market 
encroachment that now threatened to eliminate him 
altogether. Unlike 
many other farmers situated in parts of the country still 
considered rural 
his two hundred acres lay smack within the rough rectangle 
bordered by 
Birmingham, Coventry, Warwick and Worcester. A highly 
industrialised region. Too close for comfort. And certainly 
near enough 
the highly-paid car factory jobs to entice young men off the 
land. 


Gazing at his dilapidated outbuildings and the farmhouse 
roof which 
was urgently in need of immediate repair, Thurlow consoled 
himself 
with the singular thought that he had done right in leasing 
his land to 
that pop chap. He knew the whole village was against him. 
Knew the 
police did not look upon him as a friend any more. 


Even their local newspaper had campaigned to have the 
‘festival’ 
cancelled and the ‘tranquillity of our tiny plot preserved’. 


What tranquillity? Thurlow asked himself. 


Transporters rumbled past on a trunk road bordering his 
farm. Cars 


roared round bends meant to be negotiated at a mere thirty. 
An accident 

black-spot, the police had often claimed. Planes came down 
low 

overhead, preparing to land more executives with bulging 
briefcases 

containing expansion plans and an end to yet more farming 
land. 


There's no tranquillity, no hope left here! he mused 
bitterly. 


Out in the fields, men were already at work putting up 
latrines, tents. 
A ten-foot high fence boxed-in his property. Signs had been 
posted at 
various road junctions announcing directions to the 
‘festival’. Posts 
carrying loud-speakers rose like shameful beacons from the 
four comers 
of the central 'arena'. An area dominated by the massive 
platform - 
covered - on which the groups and solo artists would 
perform. 


Looking at the several caravans for the entertainers to 
change in, 
Thurlow began to wonder if money was as important as he 
had felt 
when first approached. He liked the idea of getting ten 
thousand pounds 
for doing nothing. 'A hard bargain, man,'the promoter had 
said, not 
seemingly put out by paying such a terrific sum for space 
alone. 


His eyes switched to the farmhouse and swine pens, the 
bams where 


his small herd would shelter. It looked like a scene from a 
war film. 

Barricades to protect him from the 'peaceful, music-loving 
fans'. His 

wife and daughters warned to stay indoors during the 
concert. He, too, 

advised to remain well away from the ‘enthusiastic 


gathering!. 


A police car rolled into view, cruised and departed without 
so much 
as a wave in his direction. 


It hurt him! 


Everybody else did whatever they thought fitting to make 
hay whilst 
the sun shone. But not for him - or so it would seem. He was 
a lonely 
man now. Unable to visit the pub. 


Unwanted at markets. Not invited to attend auctions by 
their several 
local estate agents and farming brokers. 


He just hoped everything would go off as mentioned by 
that 
promoter. Smooth, man, nothin' to worry about! 


The 'arousers' were out in full force. Jasmyn in 
Birmingham, Becky 
in Coventry. But the other outfits had their armies in die 
field, too. 
Poster putter-uppers, salesmen flogging records cashing in 
on the 
advance newspaper publicity, dropouts making a few quid 
circulating 


the discos and clubs, agents touting for their stars to make 
personal 

appearance on radio or at supermarket openings. All the 
jazz associated 

with a major pop scene. 


And Johnny Holland's ‘special troops’ - his Roundheads 
getting in 
touch with skinhead mobs! 


Unknown to Steve Morash, Johnny had decided to spend a 
few 
hundred making sure his supporters would be at the 
festival. His real 
fans. Not the teeny bopper element who had shot him to 
fame. But the 
terrace terrors who bought his current 'hate' discs. 


Reports reaching -Johnny suggested there could be a 
fantastic aggro 
at the festival. Hairies and their ilk were already seeking 
shelter within 
the concert zone. 


‘Bleedin' shame we gotta be on stage,' Peter said as they 
drove North 
from their stockbroker belt homes. 'I'm getting rusty as a 
farm gate ...' 


Johnny laughed, gazed at the London build-up. He had 
grown so 
accustomed now to being surrounded by trees, lawns, 
flower-beds and 
birds - feathered variety - that The Big Smoke's tightly 
clustered houses 
and the filth of streets inhabited by those who didn't give a 
damn how 
they existed made him feel sick. He couldn't understand 
why Bruce and 


the others insisted on staying in Acton. In Chiswick. In a 
neighbourhood guaranteed to choke ambition and talent. 


‘I'd love to put the boot in again,’ Peter said. 


Johnny didn't reply. He wanted to feel the old thrills raging 
inside 
him. Wanted to smash a few immigrants; to have a go on 
the terraces. 
But he had more of a desire to get far away from 
temptations. To 
succeed in showbiz. To prove that he could do it unaided. 


‘What if we get involved?' Peter asked. 
‘See we don't!' Johnny ordered. 
‘| bleedin’ can't hold back the blokes .. .' 


Johnny frowned. The others had a fleet of cars laid on. To 
take 
them into Birmingham to their hotel. Steve had seen to that 
end of the 
arrangements. 


‘You know 'ow Bruce can get...’ 


Dressed in his finest gear, Johnny Holland shrugged off 
Peter's wail. 
Since occupying the mansion he had come to regard himself 
as a swell. 
A man-about-town. Somebody. A voice the kids listened to 
and 
obeyed. Yet, deep down, he was still the same Johnny who'd 
booted the 
hell out of enemy fans on the terraces. God, he'd loved 
Enoch's bit in 
the paper about Pakistanis being aliens. Not entitled to vote. 
Not even 
to be here if the brass ever admitted it. 


They were making good time now as the driver weaved 
through 
heavy Willesden traffic. 


Johnny indicated a smallish, slightly built Pakistani 
standing on the 
kerb, scared to venture forth onto the zebra crossing as cars 
whistled 
past non-stop. 'Him!' he said triumphantly. 'A song about a 
crazy driver 
who collects points for frightening the hell out of 
pedestrians.’ 


Johnny then presented his rather elaborate score system 
for 'knock 
downs' which varied from five to ten depending on the kind 
of 
nationality one happened to collide with. It was an 
extraordinary 
vicious calculation - macabre in the extreme and one that 
would hardly 
help the British in their efforts to retain relationships with 
the 
Commonwealth - or for that matter, with the Americans. 


Peter stared again, his eyeballs rolling. 'You can't,' he 
muttered. 
‘Jesus, Johnny - the fuzz would ‘ave you.' 


But Johnny wasn't listening. His mind had retreated into a 
composer-lyricist world apart from their journey, the 
interruptions. 


Peter Acroyd shuddered, settled back into a corner of the 
limousine 
they'd hired. He worried about Johnny's desire to get them a 
stinking 
name with the other groups. Much as he detested Pakkis 
and their Asian 


mates he didn't go for singing about it. A punch-up now and 
then 
relieved his emotions. 


‘Anyway, wot's this alien bit?' Peter asked, jogging his 
companion's 
arm. 


Tearing himself from a flow of unrhyming phrases, Johnny 
shook 
off the residueous satisfaction. 'Eh?' he asked. 


'Pakkis ain't foreigners . .. Are they?' 


"We've been told they're immigrants and that's good 
enough for me! 


Peter sat up straight and took an interest. He was far from 
being a 
great brain. His political acumen lacked cohesion. 


But he believed he knew enough. He'd read the 
newspapers and 
though many advocated tolerance toward immigration he 
fell for only 
those views which he wanted to believe. It was easy for him 
because he 
had an inbuilt hatred which was hard to fathom; perhaps his 
views had 
been manufactured by the wrong guidance to such an 
extent that they 
overwhelmed all the arguments - no matter how humane 
and sensible 
they might be - to the contrary.. 


He wanted to spray walls with slogans with little thought 
that the 
defacing of buildings would in itself be an eye-sore which 
would defeat 
the whole point of his argument. It was something that even 


the British 

might deplore more than the entry of unfortunate 
immigrants and, if it 

got out of hand, drive them (the British) to foreign climes. 


Nonetheless, the use of aerosol paint was, he thought, the 
real 
answer to immigration. He obviously hadn't heard about 
those early 
pre-war days when GO HOME YANKS had little or no affect - 
nor 
justification after they had taken part in such horrendous 
hostilities. 


‘Bloody hell,' Peter said, sure now of his ground. ‘It couldn't 
be 
done. The fuzz are always near there and they've got 
security blokes on 


guard, too.' 
‘| could do it if | bleedin’ wanted to,' Johnny snapped. 
‘Then you do it, mate ...' Peter laughed. 'Steve'll bail you 
out!’ 


Driving with the utmost care, aware of his responsibilities, 
the hired 
chauffeur listened to the rantings of his two passengers and 
wondered 
how the blazes these kids ever got to earn such fabulous 
sums for doing 
what he - and a lot of others - had done for nothing during 
the Thirties 
and the War. None of them, in his opinion, had the stuff the 
pub 
entertainers had had way back when... 

And this drivel about painting a name everywhere! Well, 


the only 
time his lot ever scribbled anything on a wall was in some 


filthy toilet 

and always clean compared to the muck the graffiti 
specialists scrawled 

today. 


Mind you, he mused, he agreed with their Enoch for Prime 
Minister 
bit. No other man had ever been able, to call himself a true- 
blue Tory 
and get the dockers and market porters out in sympathy 
with his aims. 
People didn't think of Mr Powell as this or that party 
member. He was 
an Englishman speaking his mind. Saying what the majority 
believed 
wholeheartedly. No wogs. No Common Market. Britain for 
the British 
and to hell with what the world thought as long as our 
blokes made out. 


He'd been a driver for five years now. But only because 
he'd been 
turfed out of his job by a Yank firm who'd come in and 
decided their 
British workers were a bunch of union layabouts and not 
able to carry 
out simple mass-production jobs. 


And what's happened to the product since? he asked 
himself. Down 
the bleedin' drain. The Yank parent company had a global 
market and 
the British slobs got the dole... 


He heard Johnny say: 'Half our bleedin’ profession are 
bent.. .' 


For once, the driver forgot all the rules drummed into his 
turning 


head and the car swerved dangerously before he got it 
under control. 


‘Watch the road, mate,' Johnny yelled. 

‘Sorry, kid... 

Johnny bent forward, tapped the man on his right shoulder. 
‘Don't 
call me kid,' he snarled. ‘I'm. ..' 

‘Old enough to vote,' the driver smiled. 

‘Christ, | ain't that bloody old!' 


The man scowled, avoided a mini darting from a sidestreet 
in the 
opposite direction to that which its direction signals showed. 
‘Women!’ 
he snorted and then, as the long-haired youth grinned and 
gave hima 
two-fingers 'Up You' sign: 'Long-haired git!’ 

Johnny didn't care. He kept jabbing the driver with a stiff 
finger. 
‘You do your job, mate - we'll attend to our business. ' 

‘All | wanted to say, kid... er, Johnny ...' 

‘That's better!" 


The interruption didn't stop the driver's flow of thoughts. 
"You 
watch yourselves,' he mentioned. 'I ain't running down show 
business 
but | get an awful lot of 'em for customers an' I'd wager 
most are queer.’ 


Suddenly, Johnny showed an interest. 'Yeah?' 


‘Especially the bleedin’ television crowd,' the driver said 
with more 
assurity. 'A bunch of fags. ..' 


Johnny winked to Peter. 'Name some,' he challenged. 


The driver concentrated on getting their vehicle onto the 
motorway 
approach through a jam caused by a slow, overladen dump- 
lorry which 
had no legitimate right to paralyse traffic here. - 


‘Are you going to name some?' Johnny asked. 


The driver sighed. 'I don't like causing trouble for people. 
Even if | 
gave their names you probably wouldn't know 'em. | wasn't 
just 
meaning the stars, you know. I'm talking about the blokes 
behind the 
scenes. Producers, directors, administrators ...' 


Johnny's interest waned and like the moon he sank back 
out of sight, 
content to bask in the reflected glow of his final word. 


‘Innuendo .. .' 


Chapter Sixteen 


A large, hand-lettered sign attached to the saloon bar door 
of the 
‘Royal Oake' public house said what the majority of villagers 
within ten 
miles of the pop concert were whispering in private. NO 
HIPPIES. 
TIES MUST BE WORN. Down the street, the landlord of the 
‘Woodman's Arms' got into the act after trying to view the 
situation with 
a profit-calculating mind and reluctantly placed a sign of his 
own inside 
the foyer opening onto both saloon and public bars. It read: 


SORRY - HIPPIES, DOGS AND UNESCORTED MEN NOT 
PERMITTED. That, to his way of thinking, excluded the 
London-Birmingham heavy mob dressed in their colourful 
uniforms 
with the sinful word 'Security' on shoulder flashes. The ones 
leading 
vicious dogs around and making out to be doing a duty all 
would 
appreciate. 


Stragglers still stood by roadside throughout the Midlands, 
thumbs 
waving frantically now as the ‘great day' drew frighteningly 
close. In 
less than twenty-four hours the first entertainer would 
mount the stage 
and sound would blast from the one hundred and fifty 


speakers dotted 
round the Thurlow farm. 


Watchful police from three counties kept an eye on the 
hitch-hiking 
flood, doing nothing to stop the fans from reaching their 
destination but 
not being very helpful either. All leave in Warwickshire had 
been 
cancelled and the same applied to Worcestershire's eastern 
regions. A 
combined drug squad set up headquarters outside the 
festival's 'sacred 
precincts' and rumour had it that many of those holding 
tickets were, 
indeed, undercover fuzz. 


Other organisations were in evidence, too. Church groups 
seeking 
converts: trusting in the Jesus movement to sway weary, 
musically-satiated fans into loving arms. Do-gooder factions 
about to 
cope with homeless girls, hungry teeny boppers, 
stagestruck idiots, 
drifters looking for yet another handout. And there were the 
off-beat 
ones - international cults preying off the ill-treated, the 
aimless, the 
unsure. 


Like mushrooms springing from fertile, shaded soil, the 
caravans 
and tents and coaches formed a ring round Thurlow's farm. 
Outside the 
high barbed-wire fence. Beyond the ‘authority’ of the 
festival's 
promoters. Supposedly protected from the unofficial guards 


When Steve Morash reached the site with the ‘Jolly Green 
Men' he 
felt a shudder of revulsion creep down his spine. He'd heard 
about other 
shows and what happened when the Hell's Angels cut loose. 
He didn't 
like the number of leather jackets hanging about nor the 
familiarity they 
Shared with tough-looking security men. He deplored the 
lack of 
uniformed police near the gates, in the crowds camping 
rough inside the 
grounds. If he'd been running this operation he'd have paid 
a fantastic 
sum to have all policing done by the established, official 
law. 


‘Christ, there must be a hundred thousand of 'em here, ' 
Bruce gasped, 
face pressed against their car window. 


‘Ten thousand anyway,' Steve grinned. 
'A bleedin’ lot of hairies an' Angels,’ Mick said cautiously. 
He scanned the throng. 'Can't pick out any skins .. .' 


‘They'll he here,' Bruce remarked with a wink hidden from 
Steve. 
They'd better be, he thought, or, Johnny'll do his nut. 


‘Where's our pad?' Mick asked. 


‘In Birmingham,’ Steve told them. 'I just wanted to make 
certain 
arrangements for tomorrow first. And don't any of you get 
out of this 
heap unless | give an order! Okay?' 


Johnny got a report from his mates that same night when 
they met 
up in their hotel. Not far away, less than two blocks, 
Narcissus held 
court to hear from his 'agents' how the situation looked. 


'Gerstein's beggin' for trouble,’ Blaine said as he lita 
cigarette. 
‘Nobody told me Hell's Angels would be actin' as peace- 
keepers.’ He 
poured from a pint bottle into a glass, glanced at the label. 
Watney's 
Pale Ale. He nodded satisfaction, sampled the drink. 


‘Can you handle your end?' Narcissus growled. 


'Yeah - easy as cutting cheese.' Blaine laughed. 'What | 
want to 
know is how your queens will react once the fun starts." 


Narcissus glared, tossed his head. Anka Shippe paled, 
concentrated 
on his pink-gin and avoided being brought into matters. 
Only 
McGovern seemed able to voice an opinion. He snarled, 
‘Less of the 
queens lark, man. Some of us could tear the hair out of your 
heavies.' 


‘That you surely could, ducks,' Blaine smiled. Suddenly, his 
face 
menaced and he jabbed cigarette and a stiff finger in 
McGovern's 
direction. Behind his cold eyes burned a viciousness that, 
for once, 
scared the hard Irisher. 'One false move by you or your 
bloody mates 
an' | guarantee to personally plant each six foot under!" 


Narcissus sweated. He wondered if Gerstein knew what 
type of man 
Blaine really was? And how deeply they were all becoming 
involved in 
what could possible result in serious injury - even a killing? 


Shippe sighed a decade away as fear trickled cold 
perspiration down 
from under his hairless armpits. The old face looked 
positively ancient, 
awfully white and pasty. 


‘How about the Hell's Angels?’ Narcissus asked. 


Blaine chuckled. 'Let 'em come at my boys and they'll 
discover what 
it's like being on the receiving end of a bikechain,' he 
mentioned too 
Casually. 


'Jeeze,' McGovern breathed, 'don't start a war!’ 


Laughingly finishing his drink and dropping a still burning 
dog-end 
into an ashtray, Tom Blaine got to his feet and walked to the 
door. 
There, pausing, he idly said, 'If only you knew what that 
meant,' and 
burst out of the room roaring his head off... 


Becky Wilmott basked under a sun-lamp, absolutely 
starkers. Steam 
filled her bathroom, drifting across her gorgeous body in 
misty waves. 
Faintly, through the partially open door into her bedroom, 
the sweet 
music of a nightride radio programme kept her mind active. 
She knew 


the dangers of over-exposure to the lamp's rays and her 

own desire to 

get a bronze tan, not a tropical browning. All she wanted 

was a sun 

colouring to make men take a second, or third, glance. To 
make them 

heap attentions on her. 


An announcer broke into the almost continuous Music .. . 


‘The Midlands police ask us to broadcast the following 
warning to 
those fans who have not yet arrived at Thurlow Farm for 
tomorrow's 
pop festival. Stay at home. Or, if you happen to be on the 
road, turn 
back. All tickets have been sold and no-one else will be 
admitted to the 
concert.’ 


The music started again only to have a second interruption 
as the 
announcer made his own request... 


‘Kids, pay attention to the men in blue. They're doing a job 
you'd 
hate but it is in the interests of the majority. Facilities for 
Sleeping and 
food are stretched to the limit as it is. According to the 
public health 
officials on the spot there is a grave risk if another five 
hundred fans are 
allowed within the festival area. 


‘Don't be foolish. Please. Stay at home. Or go back before 
you're 
caught up in the excitement at close range. It isn't worth a 
broken heart 
or ill-health. | ought to know, kiddies. | caught a bad attack 


of Spanish 

tummy once by not listening to advice from those who knew 
the 

situation better than I. 


‘Okay? Good. And don't forget - for all who miss the big 
show - 
we're presenting a recording from this station on Friday 
night's 'Pop 
Explosion’ show. So - keep tuned and make Friday a date 
with Joe 
Robinson ...' 


Becky struggled upright, switched off the lamp. Steve 
would be 
delighted by the news of a sell-out crowd. Not that he had 
ever doubted 
the success of this venture. The score or more top names on 
the bill had 
been an automatic guarantee. She only hoped that Jasmyn 
and her 
efforts had brought quite a few Johnny Holland fans to the 
‘pearly-sound 
gates’. 


The bath had a shower attachment and she stepped into 
the porcelain 
tub, adjusted the temperature and ran water. Shivers goose- 
pimpled her 
tender flesh as a rush of cold cascaded over her but before 
she could 
leap from the needlespray, the hot came through and she 
twisted in 
ecstatic approval with the fine tingling jets playing 
sensuously on her 
Skin. 


She adored showers. People she knew who had been in 
America 
spoke of the shower with downright reverence. Steve 
thought Britain 
uncivilized not having a shower in every home. And, she 
had to admit, 
she joined him in this unpatriotic condemnation. When one 
thought of 
the daily dirt clinging to one's skin it was much better to 
have the grime 
gurgle down a drain than scum bath water and adhere even 
as one rose 
from sudsy, filth-stained static pools. 


Using her towel with a vigorous swipe she thought about 
Steve and 
Johnny. 


Steve wanted her to make the big-time. 


Johnny didn't even consider her as a rival. Not that she 
was, really. 
The teeny bopper fans screaming Johnny's praises were 
hardly 
interested in a ‘girl’. They wanted some attractive, sex- 
symbol bloke to 
heap their praises on; to gaze at his picture and imagine 
themselves 
deeply in love with this 'current' knight in musical armour. 


Dry now, she walked into the bedroom, lowered the radio's 
volume. 
She wasn't addicted to loud noise. She believed in the 
experts opinion 
that too much sound tended to deafen one before the age 
of fifty. Since 
she hoped to live beyond that limit she didn't want to be 


forced to wear a 
hearing aid. Or, worse, to be totally deaf. 


Ray Stevens... ‘Everything is beautiful. ..' 
She felt weak, jelly. She loved Ray... 


If he'd been at the festival she'd have offered Steve a 
contract for a 


year's intimacy just to appear on the same bill as heridol... 


She laughed bitterly. Steve hadn't asked for anything. 
They'd 
shared a few hours together but she knew this wasn't the 
reason for his 
effort to make her a star. Steve wasn't such a bad guy. 
Maybe ruthless 
when it boiled right down to plugging his 'product' but, 
underneath, he 
was all heart. And softness. 


A sudden thought struck her. What if Steve could convince 
Johnny 
that SHE deserved a chance ... A try out in front of a critical 
audience! 


God, wouldn't it be terrific! The urge consumed her. She 
grabbed 
her telephone ... 


'A bird? A bleedin’ bird singing with us doing the 
background? No, 
thanks, mate!’ 


Johnny kicked his legs out, let his heels flop on the bed. 
But for his 
underpants he was naked. The others wore street garb, sat 
on chairs and 
the twin bed. Only Peter Acroyd stood and he was by the 
window, 
watching Birmingham's traffic enter the Bull Ring in 
perpetual 
amazement. 


Bruce gestured with his hands, repeated, 'No birds! | mean 
it.' His 
face twisted in confusion. 'Any roads, why does Steve think 
we'd do 
this?’ 


Johnny Holland shrugged, scratched his stomach. 'He's 
givin' her a 
break like he did for us. She's got a good voice ...' 


'No bleedin! use to us!' Bruce insisted. 


Turning from the window, Peter grinned. 'We could arrange 
for her 
to getaspot...'. 


Johnny frowned. 'How?' 
‘Give Tavern the boot!’ 
Bruce jumped to his feet. 'Man.' 


Johnny silenced the immediate enthusiasm in the room. 
‘Bloody 
hell, can't you blokes think about anythin' 'ceptin' using 
your boots?’ 


Peter returned to his window, saying over a shoulder, 
‘You're getting 
to be a bore, Johnny. Christ, what's come over you? Don't 
you ever 
want to do the things we used to do? Don't you even feel 
like aggro 
now?’ 


Johnny lay back on his bed, hands behind his head. The 
ceiling 
intrigued him. A crack formed a face - just as evil as the 
devil's. 
Discolouration around the crack seemed to make the face 
outline alive. 


‘| bloody asked a question,’ Peter roared. 
‘And I'm considerin' it,' came Johnny's reply. 
'So?' an exasperated Bruce asked. 


Shutting his eyes to block out the face, Johnny tried to 
sound offish 
whilst getting his message across in no uncertain manner. || 
don't forget 
the kicks we had. If somebody aggravated me I'd boot 
‘em... but we've 
got a nice thing goin'for us in showbiz. We're making lots of 
lolly and 
we've got fame. Isn't that a scene worth keeping?’ 


Bruce grunted, picked his nose. 'I'm not bleedin’ livin' in a 
big 
house,’ he began. 

Peter glared, watched as Johnny sat bolt upright. 'If my 
buying a 
house gets up your bloody nose then for crissakes fork out 
some bread 
and get your arse outta Acton. ' 


| like Acton,’ Bruce affirmed in anger. 
‘So what's the beef?’ 


Peter interrupted with a slow smile. 'He's jealous. He hasn't 
the 
bleedin’ guts to move and he's green-eyed 'cause we did!' 


‘Not true!' Bruce yelled. 


‘Listen to me, mate, Johnny said evenly, eyes fixed on his 
group one 
by one. 'You show me a good reason to clobber some 
bastard an' I'll be 
there. But I ain't going to ruin everything we've got just to 
satisfy some 


stupid urge. Bloody hell, ain't we got enough aggro from 
those 
newspaper blokes and the fancy glams?' 


Peter removed his jacket, slung it over an arm and went to 
the door. 
‘I'm for keepin' our noses clean but I'm with Bruce, too. It's 
about time 
we did something exciting. It doesn't matter what, long as 
we can rid 
ourselves of this bloody frustration... !' He waved 
nonchalantly and 
departed. 


For a moment the room was silent. Then, suddenly, a 
babble of 
sound shattered Johnny's desire to rest. Disgustedly, he 
grabbed his 
gear, waved his arms like a crazed windmill. 'Screw it,' he 
roared. 
‘Leave me alone. Lemme think eh?' 


Bruce grinned behind Johnny's back. He had the feeling 
he’d won. 
He could remember when Johnny used to blow his cool. And, 
always, it 
meant an aggro coming up. Nodding to his mates, Bruce got 
moving 
towards the door. 'You think, Johnny,' he advised. 'We'll be 
downstairs 
in the coffee shop ...' 


Chapter Thirteen 


Julius Gerstein arrived at Thurlow Farm shortly after 10.00 
a.m. It had not been his intention to visit the festival but 
pressure from 
fellow-agents and an important executive for one of the 
large recording 
concerns made it imperative he attend. 


He was in a foul mood. Pop concerts gave him a pain in the 
neck. 
He couldn't stand the racket, the screaming fanaticism of 
girl fans nor 
the big-headed antics of those professing to be entertainers. 
In Julius's 
opinion most glamour stars and teeny bopper idols were 
just so many 
loud-mouthed, lesser-talented individuals than his rag trade 
dress 
designers and salesmen. If it hadn't been for the money he 
accumulated 
from pop he would willingly have sold out his interests in 
Discodrome 
and those performers he handled on a percentage basis. 


Within minutes of his arrival at the security gate, Julius 
confronted 
Narcissus and Tom Blaine. 'Well?' he asked menacingly. 


'All set,' Blaine assured. 
'We've worked out a scheme to ...' Narcissus started. 


Gerstein held a hand up. 'I'm not interested in details. Just 
results. ' 


Blaine smiled sarcastically. ‘It's a two-pronged attack. If his 
guys 
don't succeed in ruining the act we're gonna destroy the 
bastards!’ 


Gerstein shuddered mentally. The way Blaine spoke meant 
violence. Something he had to avoid. 


Blaine dropped his sarcasm, accused, 'You didn't tell me 
the Hell's 
Angels would be here. ' 


‘How the blazes do | know who buys tickets to these 
things?’ 
Gerstein shot back righteously. 


‘I'm not speakin' 'bout 'em coming for the show,’ Blaine cut 
in. 
‘They're workin’ with your security mob - freelance guards!’ 
‘| didn't... ' Gerstein frowned, bit off the excuses. It 
wasn't for 
anyone to question his methods even if, truthfully, he had 
not directly 
issued orders regarding the use of outside provocateurs. He 
didn't try to 
hide the fact he had great influence with the promotion 
staff. Nor that 
any suggestion coming from him would be acted upon 
verbatim. 


‘Can you have 'em called off?' Blaine asked. 


‘I'll see ... ' Julius turned on his heels, strode away. His 
mood 
turned more sour now. He didn't want a repeat of events 
that had taken 
place in other outdoor concerts. No Hell's Angels running 
loose and 
bringing the police into action. No clamour for money 


refunds. No 
adverse publicity and an enquiry linking him with the use of 
force again. 


'You guys get backstage an' leave me to handle the 
outfront 
situation,’ Blaine told Narcissus, eyes boring into Gerstein's 
retreating 
backbone. A premonition filled him with something 
approaching dread. 
If anything went wrong he could be sure Julius would set the 
dogs on 
him, disclaiming any involvement or responsibility. Even 
now, he 
sensed, Gerstein was probably working out a scheme to 
extricate 
himself should the plot backfire. 


‘Me old mate!' Narcissus grunted. 'The right bastard!' He 
winked 
with an over-blued eye and let golden stars flicker. 


Tom Blaine swung, face stoney. 'Get lost, chum! 


‘'dmmmm - ain't you uptight,’ Narcissus muttered, tossing 
his head. 
Without waiting for the other's retort he flounced off into the 
thickening 
crowd of admirers hanging out near the caravans reserved 
for 
entertainers. As the third act due to appear he had certain 
adjustments to 
make to his costume, more cosmetics to put on. And, for 
courage, a few 
belts to take... 


‘Don't worry,' Steve Morash told Becky Wilmott as they 
stood near 
the single turnstile which gave admittance to the festival. 
Not far away, 
like Nazi guards in a prison camp, security goons waited 
with impassive 
faces and huge, savage dogs straining at their leashes. 
Beyond the gate, 
dotted forlornly amongst the 'outside' caravans and police 
cars, the late 
arrivals wandered aimlessly in silent rebuttal of a SOLD OUT 
sign 
attached to the wire fence. 

Becky drew a deep breath, forced a pathetic smile. 'I'm 
scared stiff 
if the truth was known,' she admitted. ‘Johnny won't get the 
guys to 
agree. | feel it.' 


Steve grunted, took her arm and moved towards the stage 
rear. He 
wished to heck he had a bottle of Hundred Pipers handy. Not 
for Dutch 
courage but just to satisfy a desire to sit down, relax and 
enjoy the fine 
taste of a drink. Tm not entirely depending on Johnny 
coming through, ' 
he told the girl. 'I spoke to "Salt" Winds. He's agreeable to 
accompanying you on his harmonica.' 


Becky sighed. 'I can't see us being a raving success. ' 


‘God, don't let him hear you saying that,' Steve laughed. 
‘Salt isn't 
exactly the type to let criticism go unoathed ...' His 
laughter 
deepened. He liked his coined word 'un-oathed'. He'd have 


to 
remember it for future occasions. 


‘Is that why they call him "Salt"?' Becky asked. 


‘Partially. + Steve recalled a fan magazine's explanation but 
alienated 
it as a publicity gimmick. In reality, "Salt" had been 
nicknamed in 
school because he would insist on carving model ships 
under his desk 
when others were being taught their '3-R's'. 


‘Can Salt play my kind of music?’ Becky was more worried 
than she 
cared to admit. 


‘Sure he can. Some professional musicians swear he's a 
genius on 
the harmonica. A budding Larry Adler. And don't be put off 
by his act, 
either. Those sea-dog numbers are catchy and go with his 
pseudonym 
but, at home, he's a classical buff.' 


Becky felt more relaxed. Steve's comforting hand on her 
arm 
warmed her flesh, provoked a sense of well-being. 'Maybe 
we should 
tell Johnny to forget me and just agree to having Salt?’ 


‘No, thanks,’ Steve said firmly. ‘I've got to find out how far 
Johnny 
and his guys will go to help me.' 


The girl could almost taste Steve's bitterness. She had 
liked Johnny 
Holland once but, of late, his egotistical rejection of Steve's 
advice had 
left her cold. Especially after the way he'd avoided a direct 


commitment 

to provide backing for her. She accepted, partly, his 
explanation that the 

blokes wouldn't go on stage with a bird. But she still felt he 
could order 

them. 


‘Come on,' Steve said sharply. 'Let's go see Mister Teeny 
Bopper in 
person .. .' 


Narcissus clung to his mike, gear shimmering in spotlight 
produced 
'sunshine'. A chilly wind came down from distant hills, 
washed-over the 
huddled fans. Here and there, near the back of the forty 
thousand 
crowd, applauding 'friends' tried to offer their particular 
hero 
encouragement. But, for the most, Narcissus felt he was but 
aname 
doing a fill-in act. A 'glam-boy' heating up an audience for 
the really 
big turns. Like Johnny Holland. Or Bacon and Rind. Or 
Scrambled. 


Danny La Rue would not have been pleased as Narcissus 
took off 
one of his numbers. The fans certainly weren't going mad. 


In the wings, Tavern waited and watched their mate dying. 
McGovern shuddered. 'Christ,' he said aloud, 'this is bloody 
bad!' 


‘Why the hell didn't he stick to his hits?' another enquired. 
‘What hits?' McGovern asked with typical showbiz jealousy. 


'Naughty-naughty,' came the grinning retort. 


McGovern blocked his ears to Narcissus's voice, his mates' 
chatter. 
He searched the tented gloom surrounding backstage. He 
could just 
about make out figures moving there. People readying 
themselves for 
the nerve-shattering occupation of the wings. Performers 
dreading to 
know they had forty thousand critical voices out front. Guys 
whose 
reputations hung in the balance of a first-ever mass public 
exhibition. 
Tried and tested acts feigning indifference to the rising stars 
this huge 
crowd had come to hear. And see. And worship. 


'Where the hell does Holland come?' McGovern asked. 
'We're next. ..' 
'Tell me somethin' new,' the Irishman snarled. 


'After us,' his mate continued unabated, 'is Scrambled. 
Then, Mort 
and Bart. | think they're followed by "Salt" Winds and Safari 
Park... ' 


‘Holy Mary - that puts Holland in with the top bhoyos!' 


‘Right!’ his mate snapped viciously, adjusting his gymslip. 
'If you'd 
been with us when we discussed the bill you'd have known. ' 
McGovern wiggled his shoulders and wet a finger to 
fashion an 
eyebrow. All the actions contradicted the man's attitude, his 
inborn 
savagery. It was as" if he had a split personality. A 


viciousness and a 
softness fighting for supremacy. 


'Hey,' another mate exclaimed suddenly, coming from the 
background to stand beside McGovern. .'Did you hear that?' 


The Irishman frowned, whipped a small mirror from his 
schoolgirl's 
purse, studied his make-up. 'Hear what?’ 


‘One of the big - and | mean BIG - groups have just arrived. 
They 
asked if they could do a special number for their many fans! 
What a 
flamin' cheek!’ Eyes rolled wildly. '| wouldn't mind but 
they're saying 
they'll go on next!" 


McGovern dropped his mirror. The glass smashed. 


‘Oh!' the annoyed performer said, hand clasped to open 
mouth just 
exactly as a distraught girl would do. 


‘You bloody bitch!' McGovern hissed. "That's seven years 
bad luck! 


‘I'll buy you another, dear,’ the Tavern said. 


McGovern pushed him aside, stormed off-stage. His anger 
rose with 
every step and when he finally reached the stage manager's 
cubbyhole 
he was fit to tackle a pack of wolves. 


Or Irish giants. 


'McGovern,' the stage manager said, beaming. 'I was 
coming to see 
you. We've had an unexpected ...' 


‘Shit on 'em! We're next and our contract says so!' 
McGovern 


squared his shoulders, glared. 


The other sighed. He'd fully anticipated an objection. It 
wouldn't 
have mattered which act was replaced they all believed 
nobody had the 
right to step into their time. But... He kept his beaming 
face happy. 
‘Narcissus hasn't helped your act any, McGovern. A group 
with top 
appeal could get this bunch worked up to a frenzy. Enough 
to make 


your boys go over real fantastic wt 


McGovern lost some of his ire. What the stage manager 
said made 
sense. Narcissus had died. And slain their audience to boot. 
Anything 
to liven 'em up would be most welcome. ‘Okay, if that's how 
you see 
things -1 agree. We sit this dance out. .. ' 


As he began to walk away the Irishman suddenly paused, 
asked: 
‘Who are they?’ 


Before information could be given four young men filtered 
past the 
cubbyhole. Each face had a familiarity bom from over- 
exposure on 
stage, television and films. From being on record sleeves for 
the past 
three years. 


‘Them?' McGovern whispered. 
‘Them!' the stage manager said reverently. 


The enormous crowd clapped out of boredom as Narcissus 
finished 
his performance and shashayed off stage. Not all his glitter, 
his 
desperate attempts to rouse the throng had met with what 
could 
legitimately be called success. He knew why, too. His act 
had suffered 
from a large dose of Julius Gerstein and a burning hatred for 
Johnny 
Holland. He'd been all geared-up to cause trouble, not 
entertain. And it 
had shown disastrously. 


Ignoring Tavern and the M.C. stalking happily onto the 
platform, 
Narcissus shouldered past a group wearing ordinary street 
gear and 
vanished into the backstage gloom. 


‘Now a Surprise treat,' the M.C.'s voice roared from the 
speakers with 
undisguised enthusiasm. 'I don't have to find praise-worthy 
words to 


introduce our next... 1 


Narcissus swore. Jealousy filled him. Tavern didn't deserve 
such a 
build-up. He refused to listen to more of this crap and 
clapped hands to 
his ears. Even that, though, didn't blot out the tremendous 
roar of 
approval from the forty thousand music-lovers out front. 
They drowned 
the announcer's voice completely. Roared louder and louder. 
Kept 
yelling and screaming ... 


Slowly, Narcissus dropped his hands, made a circle round a 
pile of 
instruments and went back towards the stage. He couldn't - 
wouldn't - 
believe that Tavern had ever been acclaimed to such a sky- 
lifting extent. 


Then... 


He saw McGovern and the others standing in the wings. 
Saw a slice 
of stage with daylight and spots illuminating M.C. and ... 


Now he knew what was making the fans go hysterical! No 
wonder! 
he thought and quickened his step. Even he had to catch 
this 
performance ... 


'.. from our latest aloum.. .' 


At full volume the speakers had a job reaching every ear. 
The crowd 
response would not let the spoken word get through. All 
they wanted 
was that sound. Those voices joined in singing. Anything 
would do. 
Just so long as their favourites, their heroes, their real idols 
got down to 
the serious business of entertaining. 


A momentary hush fell over the vast arena. 
Then, bedlam! 


Standing with Becky and Johnny, Steve Morash watched 
the magic 
one of his publicity cohorts had conjured up. And marvelled. 
And 


mentally heaped praise for a job so well done that no power 
on Earth, no 

earth-shaking series of exposes concerning each could 
destroy. This 

was a publicity created image that could not die. That would 
live for 

eternity. 


The music was no better than Johnny's. No individual voice 
came 
through as good as Johnny's. Yet, there was that something 
extraordinary special about the 'whole' that sent this group 
Soaring into a 
stratosphere of adulation unequalled in living memory. 


Moving slightly to get a fuller view of the fans, Steve could 
see 
where the security men would have problems. Already, the 
wire fence 
bulged and shook as those outside tried to break in. And, 
too, the 
ticket-holders were far from being satisfied to stick to their 
appointed 
few square inches of ground. The mob thrust forward - 
making like a 
gigantic tidal wave for the stage. Anguished screams rose 
side by side 
with those specifying delight. 


‘It's getting ugly out there,' Steve shouted above the 
music. 


Johnny grinned. He didn't mind. He was used to football 
terraces 
suddenly surging this way and that as the crush became 
almost 
unbearable. 


Becky pressed against Steve. Frightened by his tone. And 
the 
scenes she witnessed. 


‘If it gets worse I'm calling off your number,' Steve yelled 
into 
Johnny's ear. 

Johnny shook his head in the negative. 'No!' he replied at 
the top of 
his voice. 'I love it!' 


Steve shrugged, grabbed Becky and began to push against 
a solid 
wall of performers coming from their caravans. 'You will be 
safe inside 
the trailer,’ he shouted. 


With Steve and Becky out of his way, Johnny let himself be 
carried 
forward on the rush to get backstage. Like the others, he 
wanted to 
experience this worship. To capture the emotional 
explosion. 


Once, in the press, he caught sight of Bruce and Peter. 
Ahead of 
him. Borne on the chests of those following. And McGovern 
already 
standing on the platformed back of the covered stage area. 
Narcissus, 
too. Asad, dejected performer. 


In the bone-breaking crush, Johnny didn't notice how he 
was being 
carried straight to McGovern. Or. how, by some fluke, were 
Peter, 
Bruce and Mick. What he couldn't see was the way Tom 
Blaine anda 
few of his heavies kept close behind, forming a spearhead, 


separated by 
but four or five performers in Johnny's rear. 


Already, the stage overflowed. Those coming into the 
covered area 
couldn't help being propelled out front. To join the delighted 
group in 
the middle of their impromptu performance. To become 
targets for the 
worshipping fans. 


Lifted almost bodily on the surging wave, Johnny brushed 
past 
Narcissus, felt a hard fist snake between those round him 
and land in his 
groin. He felt sickened. He wanted to vomit. Wished he 
could double 
and erase the terrible pain stabbing upwards from his 
injured parts. 


'Bastard!' 


Moistened eyes fixed then on McGovern, on the way the 
Irishman 
clung to a stanchion to keep himself from being swept 
aside. He didn't 
see the foot lashing out. He heard an expletive erupt from 
the youth on 
his left, then... 

They're getting at me! 

Limping now, McGovern's kick having hurt more than 
Narcissus's 
fist, Johnny staggered through the crowd, punching and 
kneeing until he 
reached the stage front. 


I'll get the bloody bastards! 


Amplified music made it impossible to hear. Even seeing 
was 
blurred by the constantly shifting heads bobbing and 
weaving between 
him and his attackers. 


A heavy hand clamped on his shoulder and strange eyes 
laughed as 
the fingers dug into nerve-ends. 


For once, Johnny Holland came near to outright fear. His 
enemies 
were legion. Surrounding him. Getting at him under cover of 
the 
confusion. 


I've got to find a refuge! 


Suddenly, he knew where safety lay .. . Tearing from those 
steel-like fingers he plunged onto the stage. Straight to the 
group. 

Right up to the microphone. He didn't give a damn about 
the fans 

yelling abuse at him. - This wasn't a gimmick to steal 
another act's 

thunder. 


The music dropped to a plaintive twang of a single guitar. 
Accusing 
eyes focused on him. Eyes with fandom behind their 'don't 
dare' 
challenge. 


‘Roundheads... get up here fast!' Johnny roared into the 
mike. 'Up 
the skins!’ 

Grinning now, his groin hurting less with each passing 
moment, 
Johnny grasped the microphone and swung in time to see 


Blaine 
charging. 


‘You've asked for it, bastard!' 
Right to the fence Johnny's words went. 


Fans who a split-second previously had wanted his blood 
stood 
silent, immobilised. Watching. Listening... 


Johnny's arm moved like a darting snake jabbing. Thrusting 
the 
mike into Blaine's face. Splitting grinning lips. Breaking front 
teeth in 
amplified glee. Letting the mike fall, Johnny smashed at the 
man with 
hard fists, feet finding a joy in other targets. 


Yelling encouragement, Peter and his mates stormed the 
stage. The 
famous group, smiling apologies, moved artfully into the 
background. 
This wasn't their scene. But it was a performance to 
applaud. 


From his viewpoint, Steve Morash watched the public 
Slaughter as a 
sleepwalker would a policeman upon being awakened. He 
couldn't 
believe his eyes. Nor did he want to accept what was 
happening. 

The stage area had miraculously cleared of performers 
except those 
engaged in the actual battle. There was Johnny, Peter, 
Bruce, Mike, 
Narcissus, Tavern in their outrageous gym-slips and other 


assorted 
characters from the security force and audience. 


It didn't seem possible for the contestants to recognise 
their 
opponents or friends yet, strangely, both sides were doing a 
remarkable 
job of eliminating foes. 


Narcissus went down, bleeding. 


McGovern hurtled from the stage, arm flailing like a 
broken reed. 
Bruce sank to his knees, head in hands as blood spilled 
from his 
nose. 


Johnny slammed a right to Blaine's face, grabbed a guitar 
and 
smashed the instrument over - and around - the injured 
head. 


'Oh, God,' Steve moaned ... 


Chapter Eighteen 


WORLD POPS editorial comment read: 
Disgusting. Shameful. Tragic. 


Words alone are not strong enough to describe the 
horrendous 
climax of the Thurlow Farm affair. 


Show business cannot ever have witnessed such scenes 
of downright 
brutality, such monstrous behaviour from those supposedly 
‘up there’ to 
be examples for all fandom. 


Whilst we must accept mitigating circumstances for 
Johnny 
Holland's viciousness we cannot excuse the manner of his 
incitement for 
those who came to watch a spectacular festival. 


We hope that we never see the likes of this again. And we 
draw 
attention to Julius Gerstein's role in the brawl. Had it not 
been for 
Discodrome's ex-owner none of the shocking scenes 
viewed by some , 
forty thousand pop buffs would have happened. 


Glad to be rid of you, Mr Gerstein! 
Pop is better off without your sort! 


Steve Morash sighed and placed his newspaper beside his 
glass of 


Hundred Pipers. The police were satisfied with Johnny's 
evidence. 

Although they, too, deplored his participation in what had 
become a 

mass riot, they did not intend to charge him. The same, 
Steve thought 

gratefully, did not hold for Narcissus, Blaine and McGovern. 
The latest 

word coming from police headquarters was that each could 
expect a stiff 

sentence. 


Sipping his drink, Steve considered the outcome of the 
affray. 
Johnny's popularity had risen like a shooting star. He was 
the 'bloke 
who knocked the stuffin' out of all his enemies'. As WORLD 
POPS said 
in another section of the magazine ... 


‘Roundhead Johnny Holland confirmed that his backing 
group are 
now to be known as 'The Knockers’. We think this is carrying 
the 
Roundhead-Cavalier image too far but admit the aptness of 
their new 
title.’ 


Steve laughed silently, finished his drink. He had a date. 
And 
afterwards, a front row seat to catch Becky's first 
Discodrome 
performance. 


Slipping into his velvet jacket, Steve nodded to his 
mirrored 
reflection. 'You’re doing terrific, pal, he told the speaking 
image. 'The 


top idol in your stable arid now - a real golden doll ready to 
burst onto 


the scene. Lucky for you the Discodrome belongs to you, 
eh?' 

He was still beaming as the door closed behind him. As he 
climbed 


into his Rolls and let Simon, his personal chauffeur, touch 
his cap before 
driving off to the Big Smoke... 


THE END 


